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| PIER aw ha. 
When to Jephſon I write, that I can't wie in proſe ;.- 
For gravity's cenſure I care not a pin, 1 72 
If you ſmile at my humour the laurel I'll win. 
We once were aſſociates in Brilliancy's reign, 
And Townſhend and Wit oft applauded our firain, 8 
| While we laugh'd at alarmiſts, expos'd their grimace, 


3 . tam—uitk 2 ponficn epics | 
Now let ſyſtem and wild innovation enhance, | 


The ſcenes that I paint in Italia and France: 


EL 

I am juſt now arriv'd, and purſue my intention 
To hear the debates in the G allic Convention, 
Ere Brunſwie arrive with his mob-killing gang, 
The knaves in rebellion to ſhoot or to hang. 
His five manifeſto Calonne ſurely writ, 


(As the Emigres ſay) full of logic and wit; 
I read it at Spa, and I reach'd Paris ſoon, 


For it brac'd up my nerves like che ſteel of Pouhon ; ; 
As he moves on triumphant, the patriots he'll ſwing 


Who preſumptuouſly combat for Freedom and King. 
As Auſtria and Pruſſia moſt nobly combine 


T6 as e ds; 
For this gracious purpoſe, their troops are appointed, 
To fight in the cauſe of the Lord's own anointed. 


O ſee this proud people, how happy when ſlaves ! 


Holding princes a> tyrants, and emperors knaves 30 
But mild Kate of Ruſſia provok'd by fuch jeers, 


Will ſtrangle theſe traitors, and cut off their ears; 


Then a Te Deum chant for the peace of their ſouls, 
And nail up their ears thro' all Europe on poles: 


Will 
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Seiz d a ſcore of theſe orators, 


e 


1 


Let them view theſe cropt cars, they'll be quiet enough 
So Moſes, the chief of the Emigrant band, 7. 8 
Whom he led forty yearstow'rds their anceſtor's *land; 
When democrat knaves their allegiance: would ſhake, 


Which he calls being bit by a ſerpent or ſnake, © 


cas d them in bra, 
Fix d them ftarving on ſtakes, while the multitude paſs; 
And wrote this inſcription, with ludicrous wit, 


Lee the venomous ſarkes who my Iſhdlies bith; 
Here, turn up your eyes to this medical pole, 
View theſe ſerpents in braſs, and your wounds will be 


whole.” 7 
But while Brunſwick ismarching theſe feats to perform 


| The people take arms, and the Thuilleries ſtorn; 
And taylors, and coblers, and poiſſardes aſſemble, 
To bind princes in chains, and make monarehy tremble; 5 


The Switzers are ſlain, cho they cry Vus ie Rui“ 


And are anfwer'd with ſhouts, Vive le Peup ! Vive1a Lot! 


* Bryant. - + Numb. xxi. „ g SEE 
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Hark the toof's thad del! Hark! ihe canndn teforiad! 
And the image of kings is laid flat on the the ground 3 
A mob ſacrilegious, at fixes and ſeven, 
Infultingly pound the vieegerents of heaven. 

Here Louis le Grand to the aun bows his head, 

And bis ſtatue is melted becauſe it's of lead. 

A bullet perhaps from his belly or tete, 

Brave Frederick may wound in his ſtomach or pate; 
And the peaſants of Gallia, though joyful, may weep, 
If he fall ere he pay off his ſcore for herſheep*. 


In this fleeting ſcene ſttanger things come to paſs, 
As Gut life's à mere ſhadow, and all fleſh is graſs. 
But I grie vd from my heart, and ſtood fighing aloof, 
When Henry was flung from their boaſted Pont Nef. 
T hail'd his bleſs'd ſhade, bade the heto remain; 
Ahl! why ſhould mad zeal thus his mem' ry profane? 


Tho' a Monarch, he labour d Man's rights to ſecure, 


And his heart in a cottage rejoic'd with the poor. 


Let your laurel'd Voltaire for his hero find grace ;— . 


Is a tyger and monkey the ſource of your race ?” 
But 
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Vive Ia Nation they ſhout ; —ſtill the riot prevails, 


131 
But the people, enrag d, no remonftrantts heed, 


He's a Bourbon, they ery d, tho? the beft of his breed; 
We'll caſt him in cannon, our rights to maintain, 
He'll defend us again from the Germans and Spain. 
In vain with new paſſion indignant I burn, 

And the greaſy rogues love for this humorous turn, 


And from Paris proceeds till it reaches Verſailles ; 
In the work of deſtruction with j joy they engage, 
And Louis' chef-@ cuvrer again feel their rage 

His pride and his ſplendour theſe demeerats mock, 
And ſmaſh all the wonderful works of his clock *, 


Where two pretty Cupids, with fine gilded clubs, 
| Make a timbrel reſound with their dub-a-dub-dubs, 
Two cocks clap and erow, as the heralds of fire, 5 


And the ſtatue of Louis advances in ſtate; * 


Jo ſhew how the monarch grew great by his quarrels, 

The goddeſs of Victory crowns him with laprels ; 
An emblem how juſt of his boaſting and wars, 
= When he 0 on his dunghill, and built to the lars: ; 


This 
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The Durch made their clocks to firike, Cuckoo, Cuckoo! 
As a ſneer on the King, who, to ſolace his life, 555 
And his ſoul to preſerve, made his miſtreſs * his wife. 
But Holland 1 pai for this comical ſtroke, 


"= to wks Ul the world hi fine r ks. 

He ſent out two heroes with ſword and with fire; 
With orders to pillage and burn ev'ry town, 

To raviſh the young and the old women drown; 

Then Conde. and Luzembuzgh flew in a trice, 

How rapid their march, as they ſkaited on ice; 1 

The Dutch from their dikes no ſalvation could draw, 

But, midſt their defpair, they were ſav'd by a thaw. 
Yet from this gaſconading a moral we gather, 

That the projects of wiſdom depend on the weather ; 
How. armies and fleets of ſucceſs muſt deſpair, 

If it freezes or thaws, or the wind is nt fair! 


0 PEEL Maintenon, who in a Vaudeville i is mote to ſay—. Il eut 
peur de Fenfer, le lache, et je 1 reine.“ 


And 
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So he cut their cox - ombs by this fly equivoque: 


T7] 
And now een at Blenheim but turd up your eyes, 
You'll ſpy what we did to oblige ſuch allies ! 


See Vanbrugh jocoſe Lonis' pageantry mock, 
He knew Gallus was Latin for Frenchman and cock; 


And therefore, ſaid be, the Mirill chamicleers fing, 
To ſhew how vain Monfieur applauded their King! 


Then at Blenheim * the bold Britiſh lion he rears, 


With a cock in his paw, to pourtray Louis fears, 
Built ſo like the Baſtile, that it adds to the joke, 


The Whigs all rejoiced at this typical fun, 
But the Tories cried fie on the Freetnaſon's pun; ; 


* 


Meek Sarah was charm' d- bade her Sovereign be gay, 


And to pleaſure the Knight, ſhe beſpoke his new play, 
But the great Duke of Marlbro' grow!'d and look d 


Till ſhe ſwore that John Bull was to pay for the whim. 


- 


Now, *midft the Convention with awe I advance, 
Where Anarchy calls on che Genius of France; 


Ten 


— — — — 
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expreſſion of Anacharſis Clouts in the National Aſſembly. 


E 1 
Ten Members ſtart up, tho the Preſident rings, 


And rail all at once againſt Tyrants and Kings; ; 


Their ſceptres we'll break, and to us they ſhall bow, 


| We'll kill al/ theſe deſpots, the queſtion is---how ! 
Says citizen Coutteair, let's hazard our lives, 

Aud form a whole Reg'ment with poniards and knives'; 
To ſtab all theſe monals---ſpeak, who is afraid ? - | 
The blood of ſuch tyrants ſhall reek from my blade; 


The queſtion, the queſtion; collect all the votes, 
I'm the firſt Volunteer! in this corps of cut chroats; 1 


Says Merlin, I'm next, and we'll ſoon lay them low; 


I'm the third, roars the Capuchin, pious Chabot ! 
This project, ſays Clouts, each true patriot bewitches, 


My heart is all French, and my ſoul's without breeches®: Fo 
Then they held up their hands with republican pride, 


And declar'd ev'ry member a true regicide ; 


Now the Preſident calls, and around him they cluſter, 
And the Clerk makes a roll, the banditti to muſter ; 


* Mon cœur eſt tout Francais et mon ame un ſans culotte.— The 


But, 
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But, alas ! in the midſt of this clamour and praiſe, 
And Juſt as the corps they were haſt'ning to raiſe, - 


Up ſtarted Le Rocques, and exclaim'd fie for ſhame, 


Te ſons of true glory, how much you're to blame ; 


May baſtiles, and may fetters again be our doom, 
If ive act like aſſaſſins at Naples and Rome; 

Let us tread kings to duſt, nor of life leave a ſpark, 
In the field let us ſmite them, not ſtab in the dark; 


From their thrones thus the Romans proud potentates 


hurt'd, | 
And by gen'rous valour ſoon conquer d the world, 
E'en pyrrhus they ſhielded from treach'ry's art, 


For Virme inſpires a republican heart ; 


And nobly they ſaid, we diſdain to ſuborn 


A traitor to ſlay you, tho tyrants we ſcorn: 


To tarniſn our honour we're only afraid, 
We'll not fee your doctor to practiſe his trade; 
The author was preſent at this debate; and at the Jacobin Club, 


when one of the members pledged himſelf to bring in M. La Fayette 
aliue or dead ; and received the unanimous applauſe of the Aſſembly. 


Thie 


120 | 

This greatneſs of foul even Pyrrhus admir d. 

And, deſpairing of conqueſt, with ſhame he retir'd. 

Vive la Recque ! echoes round, now he's bug'd and he's 
kiſs d, | | 

While Merlin and Chabot are kick'd and are hiſs d. 

But Le Gendre the butcher, a bravo by trade, 


Now call'd on his friends for their voices and aid; 


No wonder, ſays Manuel, he's at it again, 
As he kills no more calves, now he thirſts to kill men; 3 
Le Gendre provok'd when fo tauntingly hit, 


Mov'd to vote the Sieur Manuel a droll comic wit; 


You'd better, retorted the wit, paſs a vote 


That I am only a bete, you may then cut my throat. 


Vive le Manuel! they ery for this bon mot ſo fine“, 


And they riſe with alaugh—to drink, joke, and to dine. 


Yet amidſt all theſe riots, they Ae, and chey bawl 
Atheiſtical hymns at the Palais Royal! ; 


Fhis retort courteous aQtually paſſes in the National Aſſembly. 


And 


| 
| 


| While they roar out this ballad, and imarch out to fight: 


EN 
And to tunes democratical impiouſly fing; . 


That man may exiſt without priefts or a king! 
This ſpecimen read and you'll ſurely agree, | 
That Brunfwic ſhould hang thera on Liberty's tree. 
Let enthuſiaſts like theſe be abhorr'd in our fight, 


IN triumph ſhall Liberty reign", 
And the goddeſs expand all her charms : 


That calls us—to arms—and to arms ! 


| Behold ] where the Auſtrians advance; 
Behold ! the tyrannical band; TH 
5 How they ſwarm o'er the borders of France, 


And menace with ruin he Hod! 


Then away 1---to the frontiers away, 
| And the legions of deſpots defy; 

The voice of fair Freedom obey, 

 Determin'd to conquer or die. 


| Crown d with 1 victorious we'll reſt 
And in chorus exultingly ſing, 

That man, ſocial man, may be bleſt, 
Without n or biſhop, or rking [ 


But 
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But what vezes me-moſt is to ſee ev'ry ſerub 
Aſſemble to prate at the Jacobin Clubß 

Tis here in full vigour licentiouſneſs . 


TT ME. 
N 


Ferments in the blood, and ſtill maddens their brains; 
Twas told that Fa rxrrz, grown as proud as a lord, 
Hither marches in peace to give peace by his ſword.— 
Up ſtarts a bold ruffan, and pledges his head, 
To drag in the general, living or dead ; 
Firſt he bends to the chair, with a ſans-culotte bow, = 
And the Prefident binds a ſweet wreath round his brow; 
While he pulls out a whetſtone, and tharpens his knife, 
So the bold La Fayette has ſmall chance for his life! 
Now he thirſts far the Marquis 8 blood and his ſpoils, 
Then his noſegay diſ plays, the reward of his toils : 
Yet for chaplets io trifling theſe Jacobins jor, 
As our nobles contend for a ribband or ſtar! 


This club of 3 have ſciz'd the late beim. 
And their poiſonous t tenets convey thro' the realm ; ; 


' Subordinate 


** 


I WW 1 
Subordinate juntos, thro' each town and village, 


Their orders obey to raiſe troops, and to pillage, 


And ſwear the Convention ſhall always refuſe, 


As a mark of ſubmiſhon, to kiſs Brunfwic's ſhoes. 


Thus at Paris, the Jacobins rule on the ſpot, 


And ſend fraternie'd chiefs to each turbulent cot, 


Who firſt give the ſignal to fight and to rob, 
Then obey the commands and the freaks of the mob ; 


So the chiefs and canaille, on an equalis'd plan, 


Prove what may be done by reciprocal man. 


From the nerves of che brain our ſenſations thus flow, 


Deſcend thro' the body, and reach to the toe, 


Then low-born perceptions the ſummit attain, 


: As a ſcratch on the toe gives a ſmart to the brain: 
With this fimile pat, my firſt letter I end, 


And ſo I remain---your affectionate friend. 


MON 
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; Paris, Auguft 30, 1792. 
Mor Dieu! what a riot, the people now reign, 


They re as ſaucy as Britons, and fling off their chain; 


All bold and erect, every ruffian we meet, 
And the coachmen in tremors, ſcarce trot thro” the ſtreet; 


With a flouriſhing whip, once | they gallop'd along, 
And cruſh'd out the ſouls of the inſolent throng; 


Jo fracture a leg, was but reckon'd a joke, . 
While the chariot was whirling thro' foam, and thro? 


ſmoke ; 2 


How deli ghtfully ſhrill the vile porters would bawl, 
As their guts were ſqueez d out, tho theycrept tothe wall. 


/ 
And the fimpering beaux, with a grace, and an air, 


E Said, the ſtreets are too narrow. hy would they be 


Rerolution, tranſlated from the French of M. Mallet du Pan. 


there? 


But now the canaille plead the freedom of man, 


And the more is the pity, cries Mallet du Pan *, 


"x7 Aſk the porter in the ſtreet, who was formerly ſqueezed between 


the coach wheel and the wall, if he is ſorry, that the coach and he who 


rode in it are both vaniſbed.” —Page 73. Conſideration on the French 


All 


Yet theſe innovators, whoſe crimes I deteſt, 

Say mortals are equal, the beſt are the beſt; 

In ſome things they're equal, as ev'ry one knows, 
Each man has two arms, two legs, and one noſe ; 

And of the ſame blood is the haare and madam, 
CG we fooliſhly wander to Eve, and to Adam; 
But who can e' er doubt, where nobility ſhines, 


Impregnate with virtue, it ſplendidly flows, | [ 
Tho' from the ſame ſource it congenially roſe; | 
So parſnips and carrots a ſpirit produce, | 


[ 16 J. 
All order is loſt, no diſtinctions remain, 
Croſſes, ribbands, and titles no rev'rence obtain; 


PR - n . ang, alien. an Saeed. & 


That the blood in its courſe, both ferments and ves; 3 


But the flavour and ſtrength are confin'd to the juice; 
Tho' meteors from dunghills with luſtre ariſe, 
Is the filth left behind like the flame in the ſkies ? 


As the bloſſoms and fruit—the ſweet nobles we ſee, 


Like the clod, the mere vulgar ſhould nouriſh the tree; p 


Comte, Prince, and Marquis, are ſomewhat divine, 


And the multitude ſure little better than ſwine : 


| Then 


e: 


Chaſte Nuns in f 


"LT 3 
Then on this great topic, let's have no more babble, 
For the nobles are nobles, the people are rabble. 


| The biſhops no longer in ſplendour appear, 
For alas they're reduced to five hundred a- year; 


; The wicked now ſcoff, as Chriſt's vicars approach, 


As they've loſt all reſpeR with their footmen and coach; 
And the poor now retort with a fl ſneer and laughter, 
The worſe Un now-you'll be bener hereafter. 


ir cloyſters no longer will tarry, © 
Norlike angels count beads, but like carnal My 


With no Matins, no Veſpers their ſorrow prolong, 


But their ſentiments ſpeak in this amorous ſong. 


THE NUN'S SONG. 


Wich Abbeſſes and Friars; 
15 Dar ory rn oof 
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Ata e wins. 
No. more will they model und gorern thi et 
No more” eien the name of che people: ante, 
| And cleft to the cxomn. by uheir own {pocial.ynice.; 


To nuptinl blifs well now dfpire, 
While beam our eyes with youthful fire, 0 


| To Venus, and the winged Boy, 

Well conſecrate our lives ; 1 — | e | 
Chaſte Nuns ſhalt feel a double joy, ES) | 
As mothers and #s wives. r 


No more to a king in their loyalty turn, 
And beg each heretical ' monſter to burn ; 
From chriſtian . they 'd torture his frame, = 
And inſpire him wh grave, und newlife frourthe flame; 
A frog thus our curious AH e chop, 


Lay bare his fine nerves, bis elNic Hubs top, 
Till he dies all convulſed i in 14d m 


uniſeutar frife, 


Then they grant him a wogd'rous reverſion of life ; 1 
By 


ne; 
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But till to the Prieſts of dear Albion I ſtray, 


1 9 4 
By electrical fparks all dis functions reſtore, 
And the -croaker ſoon vibrates, and juemps as befoec®. 


And paſier abedience infpires the fond lay ; 
Which they piouſly preach, while theirhands they uplift, 


Abjuring the tenets of Paxx and of SWEPT s * . 
' Thoſe lights of the Church, how they gloricuſly thine, 
| While HoxzLey in Kings ſpies out ſomewhat divine ! 


As VUiyfles inſpir d aw. Gods in diſguiſe 4, 
Tho Aſſes and Owls in an-Infide!'s: eyes; 


And hence on the Prelate, grace theds a new _ 
As  glafs debromatic f Mlumines the night : 


Celeſtial his ken, beyond dim reafon's mark, 
For a Prieſt like a cat can foe beſt in che dark; 


This leads him of myſtical ſecrets to tell, 


Av/fiers Joſt in the xy, may be found in a well. 


e Lf w#-+ 4 


„ Experiments on Avimal EleQricity by Euſebius Valli, M. D. 

ot omar. | 

r Called he Nighs-Teleſcope, 
C2 


Leſt the ſoula ſhould be loſt, they have had in their care; 
This mars all their pleaſures, deprives them of _ 
And with diſmal forebodings diſtreſſes their breaſt ; | 
On the bench, for our ſins, how the pious —— 
Where they nod like black 3 1 

red chops. 
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Thro the peaſants, rebellion her venom bas {pread, 
And the wholeſome coercion of juſtice is fled; 


[ @ ] 


F:.4 
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What haraſſing duties their Lordſhips can bear, 
While they vote as they're bid---or compoſe a fine 


* 
» ” * 
x # 


„„ if 


Hear PoxTzvus exclaim; Could the envious but ſee, 
Their heart-felt afflictions, they ſoan would agree, 
That coaches, emoluments, titles, and plate, h 

8 |» at trifling douceurs to alleviate leviate their ſtate ; 


= * 


the dire apprehenſions they ſcarcely can bear, 


L See Dr. r * preached at the funeral of Wiles : 
Secker, 4A | ; 


— 7 2 * 8 - 4 
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VUncontroll'd every farmer, nay cottager runs, 


 Oneer may ſuch freedom in Britain prevail, 
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To range o'er the fields with his dogs and his guns: 


And each ploughman exults, and triumphantly bears, 


To his children and wife, the plump pheaſants and hares; 
Tho” once if he dard thus to ſport and to dally, 
He had tug'd for his life in the king's royal galley: 4.5 


May the Squire ſtill commit to the hulks, or the jail, 
The felons, who dare e en to throw a ſly glance, 


Ona partridge or hare that's brought over from France.“ 
And leſt poachers ſhovld. ever eſcape. from his fury, 
Impriſon and whip, without judges or jury. 


May our Lords and our Commons aſſociate together, 


| And join in this cauſe like birds of a feather ; | 


To enforce the game laws, may they always aſſemble, 
Informers to e make yeomen to tremble, 


Here the peaſant este to be ehearful 4 blythe, ; 


TT Tho be works at no 0 corvee, nor page any obe; 


* See the 4 3 of che Noblemen was Genemen alfociated 
for the Preſervation of the Game. 


He's 


That we all have a elaim to lies of the earch. « 


And man claim z right 16 the furat of his brow?: 


Here the rough ſons of Britaitrwere taught the ſoft glance, 
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He's a Citizen eatfd, by his tile ſo fine, 


He eats his own bread, and'enjoys his own vine; 

And this maxim flagitions hu ventures to brozch, — | 
Tha he N now drive his cart, cheek by jowtwitha coach; | 
And as mortals are equal by nature and birth; 


Tho' Ariſtocrates their own purpoſe to ſerve, 
Would ſurfeit and riot, when millibns they ſtarve. 
Ah curs'd be ſuch maxims, wall monarchy bos 


Shall thrones be revers' by ſuch apothegms ſcurvy 
That our ſyſtem will ſhake; till it's quite topſy tuivey. 
Ye B 8 1753 126 Er: ino 
Still 1 mourn, and exeliimn what dtlfters fee, 
For pleaſure is fled with all laughter and glee; | 


And imbib'd the allegiance, and. maxims of France; 5 
To ſpurn the mere vulgar, to bow with ſane grace, 
And beg at St. James's a title or place. 


e, 


th 


121 
Now ſaucy viragoes triumphantly ride 


| With a belt o'er the ſhoulder, and ſword by the fide ; 


Of Freedom and France with much ſaueineſs prate, 
And encourage their children to fight for the ſtate ; 


They all are be-/ſo/dier'd, no- citizen's idle, 
As ſome hold the muſket, and others the bridle, 


Clad in blue (without buff), but the poor tatter'd tyke, 


Wbo can't purchaſe a gun, ftruts along with a pike. . 
Poſtillions and Carters, moſt civilly greet, 


And beſtow on each other cockades in the ſtreet ; 3 


: But no filk one's allow'd on Egalit?'s plan, 


As a worſted cockade marks the level of man. 


| Here the Graces no longer friſk, frolic, and ſmile, 
| No more will gay Paris all Europe beguile ; ; 


Nor enchant her wild Youth both by love and by play, 
And inebriate their ſouls at a petit ſouper : 

For love was enhance'd by the muſical ſtrain, 
And the fair were Calypſos, in wit and champaign; 


Our beauties to pleaſe, as my lays dance along, 


I, gladly tranſlate a ſhort amorous ſong : 
| LUCINDA 
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By love's enchanting grace; 
While bluſhes paint her face. 


She claps me to her panting breaſt 
Pleas'd with th' impaſſion'd ſtrife; 
| Then ſooths my amorous woes to reſt, 

And cheers he gloom of ti. 


The glow-worm!'s tail thus ſheds a light, ; 
To guide her lover's way; 7 
For him illumes the dreary 8 

And gilds the thorny ſpray. 


Thus the PR of dear ſentiment brighten d * face, 
And beauty from faſhion deriv'd a new grace; ; 
Senſation was tau ght mental feelings to prize, 
a 


Sweetly 


e Ago dons io niet en 


* 
* 
DN r u m 


"— TW] e 
Smeetly throb'd with emotion the ſenſitive breaſt,, - 
As myrtle deliciouſly breathes, when it's preſs'd. . - 
Social taſte gave the ton, ſped the bleſſings of life, 
And every man courted another man's wife: 
Thus friends were attach'd by the charms. of each 
As the primitive Chriſtians had all things in common. 
Love ſpread her gauze veil, and became more refin'd, 
And thejoys of the ſenſe were impreſs d on the mind: 
So the painters' bright tints we with rapture admire, 
When enamel'd they ſhine, and are fix d by the fire. 
The fair took from books what was decent and fit, 


Hence the flavour and zeſt of their delicate wit : 
| Thus, from ilands of ſpice, zephyrs flauntingly bear 
+ Tha ſects that they ſteal, and perfume the . air. 


Here the pretty. Brurgevſe, aren in ſmiles and | iy -- 


charms, : 


Oft ogled the courtier, and flew to his arms; | 


And a lettre de cachet ſecured them their bl 
For the ſpouſe was 20004, and ſaw nothing mils. 
What 
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What. delicare trait of the courtier and wife, 


F 


To ſave the poor cuckold from oonjugab ſtrife l 
But alas all theſe pretty. manceuvres are oer; 
True politeneſs is fied;—the Baſtile is no more! 


Whew irrer dr cacbet were fign'd, and were ready. 


They kept millions ſubmiſſive, and government ſteady; 


And Mam Pompadour, by fo lenient 2 lan“, 


The eulprit reform'd, by bread, water; and ſtræw. 


At her concert, Tanini play'd hy- der- um diddle, 


And Diderot fneer d at the twang of his fiddle; 


Bur'it coſt him full dear; in a cell be lay low, 


Till Perxavi be eryd to the Prince of the bos. 
Thus the chains of refpe& were ne'er riven afunder; 

And the court of Verſailles ftir d up envy and woher. 
No more from each province wilt fair ladies tradge, © 
To ſolicit their ſuit, or enrapture the judge; * 
So the rigour of jutice was foften'd by love, 0 
And the harpy of ſtrife took the form of a dove; 'Y 
The ſpirit of ey reign n'd o'er the laws, 


When the glances of beauty decided the cauſe. 


| . Rouſſeau's Confeſſions, Vol. II. p- 220. | 5 
To . But 


; * 
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Ut 
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But Gallia is ruin'd, and chivalry dead, 
And the glory of Europe for ever ib let; 


Proud Freedom in ſervitude lately we fair, 
But now, ſex and rank are enflaw'd: 'by the la; 


The Grace of life's gone which came hither zoe 
Of heroes the nurſe, and of eviy bright 1 </ 


How chaſte the men's honour ! a ſtaim was a ſcar, - 


But no lady was ſeratch'd in this chivalry wur 
Vice loſt all its groſſneſs, became pure and fine, 


And to virtue was chang'd by à Poliſh divine: 
As water polluted, and foul to the' fight, 
By filt ring, again runs pellucid and bright, 


So || Cis8avr's roots a dire venom contain. | 


Squeeze outthe groſs juĩee, and you ſqueeze out the bane; 


For this logic perſuaſive, no merit I chm N 
EDnvuNp proves vice and virtue fublimely the ſame : 


His eulogium, our own native Trinity+ tells, 
Tho' Oxford refuſes her Cap ir hvut bells ! 


To France and rebellion I now bid adieu, 


On Heſperia's ſweet plain, I I again write to ou. 


| | P. 8. 
Jobaſon's Dictionary. f Trinity College. 


8228 The peaſants are dup'd, and with anguiſh they weep, 
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b vie E 
ALAs! Wbe'd have thought i: the Pruſſians one 
With Fred the ilun d have ſxulk d off in a fright! 
He's ſhamefully. gone, for the drums would'nt beat, 
As bis uncle had bid them, ne er up a retreat ; 


And beg he'd come back to neee 
Some ſay that his ſoldiers were melted to jelly | 
By eating of grapes, that cathartic'd the belly. 
As a corps of vile doctors were ſent at full valley, 
Thro' Alſace to ſprinkle the vineyards with Jallap; 1 
But the baſe Sans Culoties here exultingly boaſt, 
How the Monarch was ſcar'd by his uncle's grim ghoſt; 
That he trembled and ſhook, like the Jew—royal Saul, 

| Whenthe old Witchof Endor foretold the King's fell: 

In fach haſte the next: morning he wiſh'd to retire, - 
| That he left fifty reg ments ſtuck faſt in the mire, 
And now the comedians exultingly fing, 


A ſhabby Duet, to enrage the good King, 
: * 4 f | 8 DUET. 
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DUET. 


FxepertCc THE Great. 


FROM Tartarus I come Fred, 


And fain again would rule; 
Prufſia's fame, and glory's fled, | 
And you're a vapouring fool: 


My hard- earn d treaſures fly, 


| To feed French Jades and Apes; 


Without a wound my ſoldiers die, 
By eating jalap'd grapes. 


| FrepEkic THE THIRD. 


©* PERTURBED ſpirit reſt, 
; : You gorg'd yourſelf on earth, 
With blood, and wine, and Jeſt, 


Then leave us to our mirth. 
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p rebellious Poles, 
And kiſs bold Kate of Ruſſia; 


II 
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Tul hang the French, and dama their ſouls, 


And riſe the Pope of Pruſſia. 
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PART SECOND. 


Salve MAGNA PARENS FRUGUM 


SaTvRNla TeLLUS 


þ 
» 


. 
1 *. November 90th, 1192. 
— this cate ground, 


* Where fivee Tully barangu'd wihmoſilofiy decorum, 


To the people aſſembled, and ſqueez'd-in the farum; 


Here the Ox loudly. bellows, re-echoes the Swine, - 


- WER eas; preſs: 
Aud in the mundi qe, we ill ſee him ſtand, | 


Declaiming, and joking, and wrng bis rea. Ef 
As drunken Antonius, he ſharply rebuk d, 
And told on the bench, how he hickup'd and rule d4: 


Till Fulvia enrag d by ſuch cynical ſacers, | 


The next ſcenic ſpot did enchantingly ſuit us, 


Where we ſaw Cæſar fall by bis ſon. Marcus- Brutus 


And You too my baſtard, he ſcornfully cry'd, 
 Tuck'd his roberound his rump, and iaoſt decently dyd. 


* The Forum, which u now the Smighbeld of Rome, 
N 


=: Now, 


1 
— 


8 Thruſt her aral tro his tongue, and cut off head and ears. 85 
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Non; bro dis detufion, we're led by a charm, ; 
To pry, and to peep into—Horace's farms 
We ſee his fung houſe, and his endive plants nigh, 
| Where now, ſmokes a dung-bill—nex? door to a ſtye. 
| With a Girl of che Town, there he waddled along, 
Aud got drunk after dinner, — 
I# Winter, his Chloe beaped logs on the fire, 

And fung wanton fongs; white he drum d on the tyre 3 j 
Here his Odes he indited, or pe d his grave letters, 
And Rill-fap's at home, if not aſk'd Wee e 
But a card from Mzcenas—then frolic and gay, 
He "en like Fl '«Suxe, and Amen the whole 2 0 


2 
* / 
4 
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Now in Virgibe fmall het, with due pathos we'peep, 
Where he tended his Lan card be 5 rot in lis . | 


1 yocatus 


* 


—Joffri ad f þ 
Mecenas ſerum ſub lamioa prima venire 
Conviyam, &c. | 5 
; Fey: I. „ 


Then 


L 
Then commen'd a Horſe- Doctor, and as he grew bolder, | 
Auguſtus cry'd brave ! he fings well of quarrels; -. ' * 
FU give him ſome cabbuye to plant with his laurels; 
8. | His ballad on Plonghing, no time will efface, 
$ :-1 * and « grace: 


There fund the Pantheon defvies J Jove's . 
ers, The World is aftonied 5--and Rome even wonders! 

; Wich its-Doriz's ſo ſtout, and Inic's ſo thin, 

pat ilt | And a hole in the top, juſt to let the light in: 

„Ai ins dome pixch'd fo high, with what rapture we fiare, 
„ Like a pot without cover. lid, glew'd to the air: 

peep, Here the Gods of the Earth, were as pris ners detain'd, 

jeep; And to check their deſertion, were haud-cuff'd and 
et they got a Diploma, to ſoften their doom, 

That as — Gods, they might praQiiſe at Rome. 


* The Woch juſt wonder, and even thine O Rome! 


3 e 
Then | pc D 2 Here 
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Here Manlius che Hero, who! crow'd like a cock, 
When be drove off the Gauls, from his Tarpeian rock 
Was encircled by honour, and high puff'd by fame,--- 
For the Sceptre of Tarquin, herben puſh'd his claim ;--« 
Tho' He aſk d for his brilliant exploits but.a Crown, 
Yet the knaves from the precipice tumbled him down! | 
| So, the bravoes of France *, who aſſaſſin and rob, | 
Stout Orleans arreſted, and fmack'd off his nob; 
And Houchard + baſtil'd, till they rung his ding deg, 
Still he play'd on the fiddle, and ſung his death ſong | 
But with anger indignant, the Muſe ſtrikes the lyre, N 
When ſhe ſees Virtue, Genius, with B41 II expire; 
Where his noble career, Bx1880T gloriouſly ends, | [ 
Who died for his Country, and died with his friends | 
What higher eulogium to him, can I raiſe, 
Than * — * and ——— 8 * 


* The aks will excuſe a * 3 As FER addition 
hare becn made to the original letters. | £e 


+ Mourir n'eſt e in the Deſoreer, which Houchard coa- 
Rantly ſung to the fiddle, duriog his confinement, 


\ Cs Now 
| | 1 
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Now the es each cranny I curious explore, 
Tho at Florence“, the Harlot of Mars I adore ; 
There wantons the chile, in bluſhes and wiſhes, 
And fivells the red lip with the pout of kind kiſſes ; 
How modeſt her glance, with her eye-lid up-lift +, 
While me ſeems as if looking about for her ſhift ; | 
She ſpreads forth her fingers, a ſcreen to her breaſt, 
Aber ſenile juſt exprefies—Tou fee Fm wor dreft!| 
| | But I'm waiting for Mars, and I care not a jot, 
* N Tm Venus, ſans Jupon, and he's ans. culatie: | 
be, You may look if you pleaſe Im not Pallas the WAY 
3 YCupid ſtole off my zone, and you ſee I'm quite nude. 


Apollo, here * the keen glancing fair, 
Who worſhip his C Godſhip y'*clip'd Belvidere ! 
He ſtrikes the Gblime thro' the liver and marrow, 


1 The Venus of | Medicis, | 
I Fo Uplified—Milzon, - 
| O ſee 


\s he throws back his bow, and diſpatches an arrow; = 


. . bY 5 . 
0 foo hw the rb. ane 
How jolly his ehops, — in bs ts 
If Daphne had ſeen him enger d in this quarrel, I 
She ne'ex would have bill d him, 1 N 
Or had he been in Eden, I firmly believe. 
He'd have piere dhe ſnake Satan, and ſa / mother Eve: 
eee without rivat or Per, 
A lamp to his faſter, and light's Charioteer. 
But mark how his Godſhip „ 
And dreſs d like a butcher, that reprobate ſays; . 
For Marſyas was drunk, and prefac'd e ef whim | 
To play on his pipe, and yo warble like hij; 
Now he handles his knife with a flouriſhing grace, 
And laughs, as the Satyr diftons his wry face; | | 
Tho he bellows, and whines, and looks like a Turk, 
Den Phcebus with coolneſs goes op with his work : 
| Thus Aub'ry* remarks, (cho ſome Crities may fmile)| 
How Shakeſpeare could {kin a fat calf 1 in 8 2 ſtyle 


William Shakeſpeare s father was a butcher ; while he was a bei 
he exerciſed his father's trade, but when he killed - call, he would di 
it in * liyle.“ 5 


| t 39 1 
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Ter ſows think Gronyi, by ai fag yin, 
Has exalted his bruſh, oer the Artiſts of Greece; 
Where Mary and Joſeph reſt under a palm *, = 
Mary fucks the babe, wide fle's chanting « ples; 

choppin x boy, n a nipple ne'er ſeen, 

Tho! ſcarce a year old, he appears as thitts 11 8 
Lyſcious dates from the tree, as the kind Joſeph flings, 

Mary dips i in her z Jug» where the cool water ſprings ; 
A group of Celeftials, expres their amaze, 

While one holds the Aſs, ind invkes him to graze; 

Elſe bein a frolie might wantonly tray, 
If mis r groom hadn t been in the way. 


But the ſons of the cike would ſwear they ſurpaſs us, 
If once they ſaw Raphael's diſplay of Parnaſſus"; 
The Muſes fing ballads, the God i in the middle, 

4 dl Scrapes © out of all tune, for he ſerapes on the fiddle ; 


Homer | 
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And Taſſo runs of, with his thumbs in his ears. - 


CES 
Homer ſwears that his Godſhip has loft all his fire, 
And Virgil cries, zounds! what's become of his lyre? | 
Arioſto and Dante are laviſh of jeers ; 


To expiate his crime, how can Raphael c'er hope 
Who befiddles Apollo, to pleaſe an old Pope? 
But to pictures and ftatves, I now bid aden. 
Tho' you ſee with what taſte I con write on Virtu! 2 | 


F YOU 


(4a 1 


— 


yre? © Rome, December 25, 1799 
Yoo alk, my dear luv“, to 3 ling, 
By tranſcribing my notes, as I travell'd along ; 
3 


Ere I give to my fancy poetical ſcope; 
And an Anti-Chriſt paint, whom we here call a Pope, 
At Venice how pleas'd where I reliſh'd the Jeers, 

8 .Þ Of thoſe muſical ſailors, the gay Gondoliers . 

Who in ſtrains moſt i en moſt fweetly rehearſe, 
Taſſo's amorous ſtrains in their black floating hearſe; 
Vet our doatmen of Thames never deign to diſplay, 


Their taſte by reciting from Mikon, or Gray; 
Becauſe Britiſh ladies intrigue in their houſes, 
And ne'er fall in barges uncumbex'd with ſpouſes, 
Thro' the Gondola, Cu pid. his arrows diſpatches, 
| *Mid Seignors and Seignoras coop 'd under batches j 
'OU Who in the mort pauſes of mutual delight, 
Hear the pilots of Love ferenading all night ; 
And tuning the Voice, as the bark moves along, 
Keep ti time to the daſh of their Oars with this Song: 
8 | SONG. 


LEFT us chant our Seignorss to hail, 


The favourites of Venus here fail, 


6 


All night our ſoft beauties may boat, 
To ſport and enjoy their ſweet fun ; ; 
They may do what they pleaſe while they float, | 
And go home vith the light of the fun. 


—— 


How flow with her ſpouſe the day ſteals, 
While ſhe pants for the joys of the night: 
For a faveur the Ciciſbe* kneels, 

: Nor uſurps like a huſband his right. 


See Venice the Queen of che tide, 
Bids the waves round her palaces twine; 


And to Venus the 8 warmly „„ 
As they both ſtarted up from the brive. 


Here the Goddeſs prefides, and flill bills like a doe, 

And eV ry ſenſation is wound up to love; 

Strange lories about this mad paſſion they tell us, 

And make nothing er killing, whenever they'rejealous; 

Th' affaſſin a/plzms himſelf in the church, 

And we ſee him in every fine porüco larch ; 
enen 
And piauſly lives on donations and ams; 

| Wich a ſandlify's phis, ſtruts about a fly frynr, 
Who for killing his miſtreſs was forc'd to retire; 
As the convent all fwore, ſhe was kind to another, 


And her favours deny d to their innoeent brother: 
The ſaint in a rage had recourſe to his knife, 
And ſtab din the church, where he now paſs'd his life ; ; 
May her ſons always eheriſh this Catholic hope, 
To cleape from the devil, as well as the rope. = 


Let Venus continue her Florence to grace, 5 
And the Duke to improve the police of the place; 1 
=” 
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As his bighneſs by innate ſagacity led 

To equality, levels all folk— when they're dead. 
' - Monſeignor and Seignora, from life when they part, 
With beggars are group'd in the funeral cart; 

The prieſt gives a paſs to each penitent ſoul, 

And their bodies are flung into one common hole; 

His highneſs commands—no diſtinctions are made, 
Between the ſweet virgin, and frouſy old Jade. 

In vain their hard fate, fooliſh mothers deplore, 


o 


And with horror behold the cramm'd hearſe at the door. 
For weeping they long to ſtrew flow'rs o'er the bier 


As if even in death, we felt ſympathy's tear : 
But Le'pold moſt wiſely with Machi'vel art, 

This innate deluſion has pluck'd from the heart; 

| How godlike his aim, thus to equaliſe ſlaves, 
And their freedom reſtore in republican graves ! 


How happy the realms, where ſuch potentates reign, 


Pike Tuſcany's Duke—or the Sovereign of Spain; 
nr No 


5 


Jo 


No ſaucy reſtrictions e er limit his will, 


11 


Nor prevent a diſplay of his Majeſty's ſxill; 


O come, gentle Muſe, and with triumph relate, 


How from ruin he recently ſav d the whole State; 
As a fever expanded Mortality” s gloom, 


And every day, thouſands had ſwept tothe tomb z 
He juſtly conceiv'd—in his ſage royal thought. 
7 That the peſtilence ſpread, thro! the dofor's ownfault; 


For as diff rent ſpecifics they choſe to convey, | 


The Malady ne er was attack d in one way 3 ; 


And therefore, this ſcepter'd phyſician of ſtate, 
Aſſembled his council (no room for debate); 


And one recipe read, to be us d wirhout fail, 


| By all Doctors in Spain, or be lodg'd i in a jail. 
Mere with robbers and felons the ſame lot endure, _ 


d they richly deſerv'd it, like PaLMER and Muix! 
But the Leeches preſerib'd without any obj ection, 
And the Lord's own anointed thus ſtop'd the infection. 


1 Some ſaint ſure endu'd him with this healing grace, 
; Wax ! neer could have bit ſuch a critical caſe. 


Philadelphia 


1 ] 
Pziladelphia now mourns, and her paſſing bells ring. 
She might have been ſav'd-—but ſhe threw off a Kivg! 


— 
—— — 
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At Pavia, a TT cuſtom prevails, 
To protect the poor debtor from bailiff 5 and jails; ; 


| 
| 
' 
| 
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He diſcharges his ſcore without paying a jot, 

By ſeating himfelf on a ſtone, Sans Culotte. 

| There ſolemnly ſwearing, as honeſt men ought, | 
That he's poorer than Job, when reduc' d to a groat : 
Yet this naked truth, with ſuch ſtigma diſgraces, 

That the rogue, as on nertles, fits, making wry faces. 

How ſtrange in ſuch folks to be troubled with ſhame, 

If we paid our debts by performing the ſame; _ 
Our Commons and Peers of their feat would be proud, 
Take this oath of conform! ity, laughing aloud : 


Our Faro-bank ladies would reliſh the Jeſt, .® 
WY 
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And their honour reftore by this ludicrous teſt ; 
The free · ſtone from friction would ſoon want repairs, 


As penitent knees wear St. Peter's hard ſtairs. 


But grave ermin'd ſages are juſtly afraid, 


Thar freging of debtors would ruin our trade; 


If 


Could glory and war their dear bleſſings expand; 


Won't the Chancellor fay---Shallcommerceand riches 


Be baniſh'd-our iſle, by untruſling of breeches? 


Then Lord Juſtice Clerk, againſt Littlewn quote, 


So _ . a vote. 


Here the ſpruce little Pug-dog i in fatneſs remains, 
How ungratefully driven from Britain s free Plains; 


Kind ladies the dear pretty maſtiff ſo hug, 
While he fits on their lap, how they dandle the p Pug 1 


When William the hero, tho ſeldom: vitorious, | | 
(And therefore the Paddies ill call him Old Glorious 5 


Came over moſt zealous to fight for religion, N 
1 Tho as little he priz'd 3 It as Mahomet': - pigeon ; ; | 
He imported theſe bull-dogs and bade them ſucceed, 


As he did himſelf, to Kin g Charles, and his breed. 


Their footing they gain'd, d, upon James s diſaſter, 


For they never, like Churchill, deſerted their maſter; 


———ů ——-— 


— 


= _ - — — ——— 
2 OO ” 
« . 
4. «4 1 * 8 — 
1 2 5 x 
1 - _—_ 
. A. 4 * 


— — — > „ * 
. 
— 1 2 82 
— P 
2 
2 To 


oe — K» 
— 3 2 1 


[48) 


Tho' republicans bred, they ain ard round che 


. „ Lis 401m e48%6-3 
And like e- were fed by. -s. 
The little black Spaniel was then a ramk Tory. 


And indignantly worry d by Pug in full glory; 


Who was kiſs'd by the biſhops, and dames witha ſmaok, 


Till proudly he curl'd his Whig-tail on his back: 
But when the true Tories again came to ſhine; | 


And HozsLzr in tyrants found ſomething divine 3 FP 


Then Pug the Diſſenter embark'd i in a huff, 


Elſe his in had been flead, and trandform's t to a auff, 
And preſented by B—ke, with a book to the Queen, 


To prove, hanging of Pugs. would give Prieſtley the 


ſpleen ;. 
That we re e ripe for . as Tom Paine has ſaid, 
And we ne er could thrive till theſe maſtiffs were dead: 


For elſe, theſe fanatical dogs, out of ſpi pite, 
Might their brethren infect by a Jacobin bite: 


And M' am, what a tragical ſcene would enſue, N 
Since, ſtill their anatchi cal ſcheme to purſue, 
To 


1 49 3 N 
I To the choſen fiate-pack the anal hey Whig; þ 
AndtheRaghoundoof wude ightrurs onthe Ring I» 


As good Prince Acton, fays Ovid cat 


| Was toru by his * kia Hut Chorts. 
ok, e here for bude acl de 


the would black and duty is ——— 
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n tubs cramd with dirt, Erooping flowrew appear, 


And a pound, or a paddock, encircled the & deer. 
For rural delights, thro” the alleys we wut, 
{ And are blinded by ſand, or beſeorch'd by the fin. 
No arbour, no ſhade, and no verdure is ſeen, 


{ Fore tees nd the tr are all colours bur green 
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181 
Here the ſaints of the rubric are planted in rows, 
St. Dunſtan, in box, takes Old Nick, by the noſe ; 

SUSANNAR in holly refiſts the attack, _ 

And the Elders, in willow, are laid on their back ; 

Father Adam, in fir, lives in evergreen pride, 

And grafted in myrile, Eve peeps from his fide, 

The venemous yew Sarah's jealouſy ſhews,, .. 

And the ſenſitive plant Hagar's feelings diſcloſe; 
| There Judith ſtill ſhakes Holofernes's head. 
4 While the cypreſs diſplays how the heroine ed; 5 
] | | 7 2 Father Noah i is ſhap'd from his dearly lov'd vine; 7 
| Lot's daughters in ivy their parent entwine; 
The hawthorn aſpires Jael's deed to explain, 
And ſupplies nail and hammer for Siſera $ brain. 
Vegetation in ſorrow, how poorly I fing! 

I could ne er hit a note ou 2 dolorous 1 „ 
Though the pathos, fublime, I with rapture admire,— | 
But I touch on Baacanza,-+fo lay down my lyre. 
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' Rome, February 14, 1795. 


| | Two facts are alledg'd, and they're Arong cn ones, 
[ you'll Own, 
3 Why ſunſhine and virtue here ſertled their throne ; ; : 
As none for their crimes by the rope cer expire, 5 
: And the chimneys a are ſeldom polluted with fire; 
; Yet people are f ſtab'd i in each ſtreet, as ra told. 
And in chis genial climate, I'm ſhiv'ring with cold. 
I If a lady looks chill, the ſoft Ciciſbe” begs, 3 
; To convey. ſome hot embers between her fair legs; . 
4 From the fuming expanſion ſhe feels a fine glow, 
} As it gradually ſpreads from her hi p to her toe; 
! And as vapours aſcend from their primitive place, 
. They cheriſh the hands, ſhed a bluſh on the face; 


; N | | For a bluſh 3 isnt otherwiſe quite a-la-mode, 
And it's only by charcoal that colour 8 beſtow d. 


1 Pray what is this rouge, but the fign of a fault, 
1* When the blood raſhly mounts, to reveal the ly thought: 
Z E 2 But 


1 52 J 
But Italia's free dames by their converſe ſo gay, 
Have baniſh'd moſt juſtly this traytor away: 
The double entendre, with them's a prim prude, 
Like their ſtatues, ideas are perfectly nude; 
Hence ladies we fee, who delightfully roam, ” 
In this ſweet Cyprian clime, are fo knowing at home 
They deſcribe every part of a ſtatue with glee, | 
And adjuft the proportion of noſe, and of knee; | 
With eyes ſo inform'd they examine the beau, | 
As if they would meaſure them quitethro'theircloars; 
* Peace to good Taylor's foul, ab how little he i weens, 
That Miſs candiſtinguiſh—ere come to her teens! 
Hence her nuptial perceptions we juſtly admire, 
And her fancy phoſphoric, that's almoſt on fire; 
| Bo inflam'd by 1 warm novels, and amorous plays, 
Like marſh's rich fiream, 1 makes ir blate, 


But I ſhould nt FIRE a ridiculous a 
or a Lady, and Signore Improviſatore 5 1 


2 4 Virgins muſt contend for a 4 — ; whoſe firſt part 
muſt be an ignorance in the diſtinction of ſexes,” —Jer. Taylor's Holy 


Living, page 73. wu 
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With a foft melting voite, he began to rehearſe, 


I W 1 
When the pretty Brit replenifh*d a eup 
Of tea for the bard-—ere he uuſted a fup ; 


The charms of the fair, in his deliene verſe ; 
And his ſplendid invention, and genius you'll ſee, 
As the Lady is priis d ro the medium of tea ; 
No ideas diſturb the finooth flow of his ſong, 


Like a ſtream without pebbles it ambles along. 


It's a medley melodious, compos d in a ſtrain, 
Juſt to tickle the ear, and not reach to the brain: 
But I vainly attempt fuch ſoft notes to transfuſe, 


Since like ather, they fly, aud eſcape from my muſe. 


. IMPROVISO. 


When the bitter tea I fip, 
Tea that's bitter to the A 
Yet receiving it from you, 


Makes it ſweet, and gives it gour: 


Coming 


1 54 3 

Coming from; your fair white hand, | 
Makes it ſoft, and makes it bland. 
That white hand whigh Kings might kifs, 
Prelude dear to future bliſs ; f 
Since the happy lover trips, I 
From the fingers to the lip ] 
Lips that ſhame the roſes bloom, | 
Both in colour and perfume, . | | 
Lips i from. which ſuch accents fall, 

As muſt win the hearts of all. 
Accents breathing wit and fire, 
Kindling chaſte, yet warm defire ; 


Accents match'd with ſuch a face; ; 


Such an air, and ſuch a grace ; 
As muſt raviſh every heart, 
Run like life through every part ; 
Did not Juno's lofty air, 

(Seldom found in any fair) 

Did not pallas martial mien, 

Pallas, War's and Wiſdom's Queen; 
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Check the free, and wanton leer; 
Venus Goddeſs of delight; 


Venus who ſo nn mm 


Goddeſs of extatic joy, 


Mother of the winged boy ; 


Mars's miſtreſs, Vulcan's wife, 


Emblem of connubial life. 


Shewing thus the roſeat way, 
How the Fair may ſweetly ſtray: 
And devote their Þlooming charms, 


To a Ciciſbeo $ arms. 


- Yet you ſhun this dear example, 


How a beauty muſt combine, Wy 


All the attgibutes divine ; 
And fingly in her perſon bear.” 


What Juno, Pallas; Dian, ſhare; 
Or 


1 
Or like others you would ſtray, 
Yield yourſelf a tempting PLEF 3: -- 
Like thoſe who boaſt a pretty face, 
Venus air, and Venus grace: 
Nor have that ſuperior ſenſe 
Of chaſtity, and excellence ; 
Which three Goddeſſes divine, 
Bid around your perſon ſhine. 


— 
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O give me another Good Friday to ſtare, 


At St. Peter's bright lamps, as they gleam thro'theair; 


In the ſhape, of a croſs, they iltumine the night, 
And fill every penitent ſoul with delight ; 
As they humbly advance their poor baſin to flaſh, 
With a cord round the waiſt, like im officer's ſaſh ; 
Then to the high altar deyoutly they caper, 
Kiſs a crucifix kneeling, and brandiſh a taper; 
And then to aſtopiſh the foul with: 8 

Three miraculons wonder are bald to their eyes; 
But 
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| Bur to paint Ihen in rhime might be reckon'd profane. 

So let Gaar to St. EpmonD and HoxsLey explain * 

lid the People, theſe relics ſtir up a commotion, 
But in a fide chapel expoe'd to our view, 
] Twelve lachrymal finners their paſtime purſue ; 
Their ſhoulders and waiſt they moft piouſly firip, 
* Then, to expiate their crimes, the rebellious ficſh whip; 
; How dearly they pay for their frailties and fins, 
7 While the red and white ftreaks fo mefaic their ſkins; 

air; I the blood hadn't come, I could ſafely have frorn, 
That red Jackets they wore, all be-tatter'd and torn 

A Fryar or Preß wolld have play's fuch a trick; 

1, ” 4 But theſe were Enthuſiaſts, who cut to the quick. 

| 4 Yet this tragical ſcene in a ſanctify'd cauſe 

| * Was received with loud bravoes, and burſts of applauſe ! * 


. The bead of the ſpear that wounded Chriſt; St. Veronica's hand- 
3 kerchicf, with the miraculous impreſſion of his face upon it; and a 
i 4 piece of the true Croſs.” Maſon's Edition of Gray, Vol. II. p. 114. 


But ; 3 | So 


C3 
So ftriking a fight did my paſſions refine, 
That with rapture I'knelt at St. Agnes's ſhrine ; 
Where each pretty Ba-lamb moſt gaily appears, 
With ribbands ſtuck round in its tail, and its ears; f 
On gold-fringed cuſhions they re ſtretch'd out to eat, , | 
And piouſly ba, and to church-myfic bleat ; 
Yet to me, they ſeem crying—alack, and alas | 
What's all this white damaſk to daiſies and graſs! | 
Then they're brought to the Pope, and or__ 
they're kiſs'd, 

And receive Conſecration from Sunftiry s fiſt: F 
To chaſte Nuns he configns them, inſtead of theirdams, | 
And orders the Fryars to keep them from rams,— 
—In my next, ſome miraculous fats Tl relate, 
With pious reflections on Church and on State, 


W 


"FW1] 


Bain ately gh, 9 


£ IN G eulogiums to him who diviely prefides, 


Who to Manna celeſtial the Catholick guides; 
And in this vale of tears, often puzzles his head. 
To provide his good people with fleſh-meat and bread. 
His prefect adopts a benignant device, BE. 


Io oblige all the farmers to ſell at his price; ; 


If they will not comply, they muſt home with the grain, 
So he lords o'er the harveſt, and ruins the ſwain. 
Yet the poor ſqualid peaſants ſeem ill at their eaſe, . 


Since they cannot diſpoſe of their crops as they pleaſe; 


In dirt, and in rags, they are conſtantly ſeen, - 


And in hovels repine, wretched; filthy and mean; 


Where they ſtarve, tho' they pray with their children 
and wife, 


* hope for a change, when they” re rid of this life; 


| As amidſt the vine's ſhade, they taſte nothing but woe, 
And for them, neither grapes, nor the oranges grow; 
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The Pope here deprives them of comfort and reſt; 
m a chance to be finally bleſt. 


Thro — the Prefident roves — 
Where lambs, pigs, and oxen, are crouded in droves; | 
With bullocks, and calves, and their owners to mix, 1 
And the price of each article graciouſly fix; 

If they grumble at this, be commands as their Lord, | 
To drive off their cattle, and give them the cord“ 
This Magiſtrate's alſo, the chief of the foil, = 


And prefides o'er the olives, and ſqueezes the oil; 
Then in ciſterns its ſtor'd, till be properly thinks 
That it's fit to be ſold, when it's rank, and it ſtinks ; 


And if the Proprietor” s froward and croſs, 

He's impriſon d and fin d, and abides by the loſs; 
And hence to eſcape from the hazard of jail, 

He profancly thanks God when the olive crops fail. 


. A pecoliar ſpecies of mild Ecclefialtical puniſhment ; the culprit is | | 
| heiſted up by a cord and palley, and fuddenly let down z by which his | 
OO Os and he is often diſabled for life. 


But | 
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„ But if Epicures wiſh for a delicate bit, 

JT The Palaxze Natve their palate will hit; 
| There the Chamberlain's Auditor fiands in the crowd, 
The prices of chickens proclaiming aloud ; 
5 f And for nine or ten Baja the peniteut wins, 
6 | A remiſſion in full for his maniſold fins; 
I Thus era and hereafier are belane d and even, 
| ; And we're taught how to purchaſe eggs, pullets, or 


- heav'n! 


1; But Merey and Juſtice, f in union divine, = 
* f Temper Criminal Law, while they awfully ſhine- 
nks ; i Since exiſtence muſt periſh, it plainly appears, 
That murder can only cut off a few years; 
; Then how trifling the crime juſt to haſten the pang, 
| And two lives are loſt, when the cut-throat we hang. 
fail. But robbing or ſtealing well merits the rack, 
| As your horſe or your purſe you can ſeldom get back; 
Iprit is And pickpockets, therefore, muſt row ſor their life, 
i 4 But the convict's releas'd, tho' he murder d his wife! 


But J A led is Romas coin, nearly the value of a halfpenoy. 
2 %%% 0 
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The Pontiff of Rome did this maxim refine, 
Who died Anno Domini, Sixty and Nine; 
That murders ten thouſand diſtinguiſh'd his reign, 
All Europe he difaxc'd, and juftly grew vain. 


No longer let ſceptics religion diſgrace, 

Heaven ftill is propitious to Abraham's race; 

All Rome will atteſt chat my ſtory is true, | 

As the miracle's prov'd both by Chri iſtian and Jew: 3 

The zealots aſſembled their daggers to drench 

In the Ifraclites' blood as allies of the French ; 
But firſt they proceeded the Virgin to bear ; 
From the Jews' ſacred quarter, with hymns and with | 

pryrt; . 

Yet, wond' rous to tell, let them do what they will, 
No force could remove her ;--- Madonna ſtood Rill. | | 


. Pope Razzonico. The reader is referred to a moſt curious and 
authentic account of the Temporal Government of the Pope's State, 
publiſhed by Johnſon, 1788. . 


' + An Extraordinary Gazette, with an account of this 3 pro- 


perly vouched, was publiſhed by the Pope's authority, and diſtributed 
gratis _ the People. 


The 


1 63 ] f 
The priefts all acktowledg'd the fignal divine, 
When they ſaw-ber determin'd to ſtay in her ſhrine; 
The Pope and the Cardinals publiſh'd the caſe, 
How the Virgin celeſtial extended her grace, 
To the Hebrews devoted to part:-with their lives, 
And commanded the People to give up their knives ; 
At the altar they drop'd them, and pil'dthem by dozens, 
When they faw the good Virgin fill kor d her 


couſins. 


I know it's reported, but ſcoffs I deteſt, 

When al. great and ſacred are. mura d to a jeſt, 

That the Prieſts had receiyy d from the Iſraelite tribe, 
For this ſpecious device, a munificent bribe ; 

And had flily contriv'd every effort ſhould fail, 

Since they falten'd the | image by hook, and by nail; 
Can fuch unbelievers for mercy e er hope, = 

Who profanely can doubt an infallible Pope! 

If cheir faith they wich- hold! both from Chriſtian and Jew, 


CaloxxR, Calls will wear. it is true; . 


And 


Ca) 
And the holy Tribmasl, whoſe zeal 1 admire, 
Will clear up all doubting, by faggot and fire; 
This mode is petſualive, and furely the beſt, 


It convinces the ſoul, when ſo ardently preſt ; 

The truth of the mũracle's branded within, 

As a tree never fades, when tattou d on the ficin ; - 

If this illuſtration appear ſome what new, | 

Sir Joszen will prove it demonſirably true. 


May the Catholic Church ſtill with ſplendour ariſe, 
By this ladder of Jacob, we mount to the ſkies; gs 
The fides are of faith, and the rungs are of hope, 
And it's call'd Lignum Vue, and bieks'd by the Pope: 
Evn Jove, and his courtiers, Be kindly baptizes, 5 
And aSuints, and as Martyrs, their Gollſhips he prices; 
Drana the Huntreſs, new worſhippers wins, _ 9 
Who call her St. Adurs, confeſſitig their 11 1 ; 

To the God Excutarios, incarable pray; i 
Since the Doctor is cb nue, St. Bart lome. 


Tho- 


6 
Tho the Goddeſs of Antipertaſia we leo 
As Madame delP Tofſa, ſhe opiates a cough; ; 
And hence by our ſage Cicerones we're told, 
That the Antients were ſometimes confin'd by a cold; 
And I think the aſſertion we ſcarcely can blame, 
As the malady muſt have preceded its name ; 
If their knowledge is queſtion'd, they anſwer with ſcorn, 
Would you chriſten a child, ere its previouſly born ?--- | 


is, At Trajan's fam'd pillar with wonder I ſtare, 

But rejoice that his aſhes no lon ger are there; 

iſe Sextus devoutly dr d che caſe, 

\nd gave to St. Peter that dignify'd place ; 

\t the glories of Rome, from its ſummit to peep, 

ad fee with delight how the Pope trim'd his ſheep. 


How juſtly Old Rome, art thou puniſh' d for pride, 5 
o more on their pillars, thy Emperors ſtride; 

o more in their temples, thy Deities nod, 

Saint, or a Martyr, ſucceeds to a God! 
„ And 


Tho 
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Me come up like a flower, like a weed paſs away, 


( 6 1 

And joyful, the names of thy heroes I trace, - 
Thy Scipios, thy Cæſars, divinity's race; 

To Negroes and dogs, who ſuch epithets: gain ; 
—How vain then is grandeur, and glory bow vain? | 
Let us ſeriouſly pauſe, and conſider theſe thing, 
For man's not immortal, and mortal are kings! 
Thro' life's s magic lantern, ſince man's myſtic birth, | 
Strange things are diſplay'd on this ſtage of the Earthl 


And move in ſueceſhon ;—each'dog has his day. 
Let Children and Parents remember this truth, | 
It's the comfort of age, and a warning to youth ; 1 
That we all may with chearfulneſs march to the tomb 
As one generation for *tother makes room; 
Thus a carriage rolls off, from an Opera, or Play, J 
And a ſecond Grams UP, as the firſt drives away. 


Here che Cardinal's Vicar preſides over morals, 
Both to ſtifle domeſtic profaneneſs and quarrels; 


1 & 3 A 
is SanRify'd Spies are the Cenfors of life, 
And often chaſtiſe both the Huſband and Wife; 
To a houfe of correction they're juſily confign'd, 
Where they're diſciplin'd often, and clofely confin'd. 
And, left they ſhould paſs in deſpondenee their time, 
| They ne er know their accuſers, nor what is their crime 
The namber of Carates is Eighty and two, 
They're che Vicar's Inquiſitors, active and true; ; 
And often the Fair, cho a bluſh may ariſe, 

Y NMoft her virtue reſign, as a bribe to the ſpies; ; 
b, For as reputation is wiſely her aim, 


53 she preſerves it the beſt, who preſerves a good name ; 
towbF Tho' ber Virtue's confum'd-—-on her Juſtre we gaze, 
As like a young Phcenix, fame ſprings from the blaze, 


1 
I But Chariry's bleflings this Capital grace, 

And fins multitudinous, ſweetly efface ; 255 5 
ils, Here Charity reigns, I may fairly preſume, * 


3 


From the legions of mendicants ſwarming at Rome ; 
F 2 As 


66 
As Heliogabalus truly diſplay d, 
| The City's vaſt fize, from the cobwebs he N 


When in ruins we dive, the poor beggars are there ; 
Still they eat, and they drink, without labour or toil, 
And from them is deriv'd, the haut gout of the foil ; 
As each Palace ſuperb, moſt perceptibly bears, 
The nauſeous pollution, that covers the ſtairs; 

And hence of the Ladies, ſome travellers tell, 


H ow their ſenſitive organs are ſpoil'd by this ſmell ; 
Since imbibing the breath of the lily they faint, | 
And call for the aid of ſome favourite Saint. 
Alas who the phyfical cauſe can aſſign, 

Why all the dear creatures, ſo beauteous and fine, 
Are endu'd with ſo very faſtidious a noſe, 


By Lavender Water, they faint and expire, 


And from Beaux that are ſcented with horror retire. 


Are ſenſations too keen, thus converted to pain, 


When the neryous perceptions ſo tickle the brain; ; 


That 


. 


They croud in the Churches, and preſs i in the Square, 5 


That they can t bear the ſmell of Carnation or Roſe; ; | 


, 


| 
| 


| 


ö 


4 | | * 
[ & ] £1 
That the ſoul can no more her great faculties ply, 
As a fiddle ſtring cracks, when it's wound up too high! 


How vain my attempt Metaphyſics to pierce, 
Then I'll give you a pretty idea in verſe ; 
By the Marquis del Breſcia, a youth of fine- parts, 


Wo may boaſt of his triumphs o'er fair Ladies hearts 
Vet I think his Concetto, not perfectly right, 
As a ſimile's bad, if it is not polite; 


ire 


And in Chivalry's reign--- ! but no more it ſurvives, 


Then Women were Angels, as Maidens or Wives. 


SEE youder brilliant Rocket _ 
Ambitiouſiy aſpire, | 


To mingle with its kindred ſkies, 
And blend congenial fire. 


But ſoon its vivid luftre's gone, 


Its dazzling glories fade, 
The path is loſt, through which it ſhone, 
The tick in duſt is laid. 


So 


U. 7 5 | 
| $0 love beſlows tho grace and air? 
- And dear delufive charms, 
That ſweetly deck the maiden fair, 
- But vaniſh in our am. 
Tris Fancy throws her magic round, 
Marriage diſplays the trick ; 
- The Angel and the Rocket's 1204 
But Woman and a flick! 


As I wander SO] ſtill new object furpile 
Here like Eden, Cavallo's ſweet gardens ariſe ; 
Old Mulciber' s works are in water diſplay'd, 
And his hammers deſcend i in a foaming caſcade ; 
Hence Madam Piozzi, expreſſes her wonder, 


That a Pope (cho not Iriſh) ſhould deal in a blunder; 


Tet his Sanctity s taſte, 1 can juſtly admire, oo 


Who makes even water to repreſent fire; 
The idea f is neu, even Kxiaur will admit, 
And ideas diſcordant are ſources of wit ; ; 
But I hate philoſophical points t to explain, 
From Naples, I'll write in a Claſſical ſtrain, 
| es EN ” 3 


7 ; * 7 1 . 


Naples, 2 16th 19 


O HOW ahne en 

Its ſxles are fo bright, ſo delightful its bay ; 

The folk as they chatter impatiently prance, 

And ſeem as if ſeiz'd with St. Vitus's dance. 

Een the poor Lapzaroni are courtly and nice, 

As they quaff a cool cup of their ſnow flavour d ice: 
They baſk in the fun, love their caſe, and their jokes, 
And tho they pick pockets are good ſort of folks, 

| Like Venus, the ladies ſo charmingly ſmile, - | 
Or as Eve, when ſhe meant Caro Spos to beguile ; $._ - 
How valuptuous the motions, bewitching the air, 
Of 1 the-ſweet Neapolitan languiſhing Fai __ % 


The breezes ſulphureous, they panting inſpire, 

Like matches of brimſtone, each ſ ſpark gives them fre; 
While a currency dear, they add to their DO 
By ſhifring each night to a new lover's arma, 
*E. Molti Averne, they tenderly fay, 
Chooſe one out of x52 2 fpr amorous ws play i 


, Moi Averae, un —_ e cangiar ſpeſſo. A 
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An Lawyers TI pay you, the ig I can't — 


; [nn J 
-Bue this right manima, diſcreetly they ſoften, 
By Cangiar Speſſo, that's change very often: 


Hence Cupid,” they ſay, is ſtill painted with wings, 
And Conſtancy's no where, as MeTzsTas' fings. 


A lover's faith in fancy blooms, 
| Tho' Phoenix like I ween; 

| We hear of his refulgent plumes, 

But who the bird has ſeen! 


Here tribes of wit Lawyers in robes moſt "EY 
Snap, wrangle, and ſcold, and bawl in full chorus; ; 


'* The client i is beggar d, the knave his caſh gathers, 
So the fox eats the gooſe, leave the farmer the feathers. = 
'Tis ſaid how a Pope mov'd by pity divine, 5 
In a famine at Rome, ſent to Naples for ſwine; 


Thirty thouſand at leaſt, Marquis Carpio in hope, 


To ſave fuch a herd, yet not anger the Pope, 
Devoutly reply'd---Bleſſed Father, I ſwear, 


Thro 


k 2 
Thro' ſtreets tomb'din aſhes, delighted we tread, 
Where Puaxy was kill'd by a ſtroke on his head; 
By Jove, cries his nephew, Avuncalus drops, | 
Nor is ſav'd by the pillow, I tied round his chops ; 
But I'll pen a fine letter, his praiſes I'll tell, 
And comfort his ſoul in elyfium, or hell! 


But we're all born to die, both che weak andthe ſtrong! 
„ Unleſs our exiſtence ſage Godwin prolong ;_ 
He'll teach us by reaſon, Death's portals to batter, 
* When the mind grows omuipotent over deadmatier; 
Then the ſoul will zjerniſe her manſion as eaſy, 
As eggs are preſery erv'd by ſtill keeping chem grealy; 5 
| She'll charcoal our bodies, they'll feel no de. 
But ſcorn the dry rot, thro' Eternity's day. 


Let us here return to the ſublime conjeQure of Franklin, that 
« mind will one day become omnipotent over matter.” if over all 


other matter, why not over the matter of our own bodies In a 


word, Why may not man be one day immortal ? Guodwin's Political 
| Juſtice, v. 2. r. 86a. | 8 5 | 
Fr = oO Lord 


I'S] 


| O Lord bow the flame of Veſivlo amares, G41 
What « brilliane coup Cecil, when in fury it blazes ; 
It flings up the rocks and creates ſuch a riot, 


| That we wiſh from our ſouls, it may never be quiet 


O ſee from yon Crater the bot laya bubble, 


And menace the city with ruin and trouble; 
Man and horſe, vines and corn, and houſes and hogs, 


It ſweeps to the ſea, and gives all to che dogs. 


Hark the Crater's hoarſe grumble, like under ground 


thunder! 


*Let BuyroN explain—there's an end of he wonder ; ; 
As a comet tremendous, thro? æther ſet fail, 

It bruſh'd the ſun s difk by its fiery long tail ; 

And a lice of his phiz thro' expanſion is hurl'd, | 
Which attraction eau ught hold of, and made out this 


World! be. 


8 


Hence, ſtill as the earth was created by PE 
bl She boaſts a volcano, in right of her fire !? 


4 
7 The origin of the Earth, 3 to Buffon. 


I know 
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wy went philoſophers yet hold aloaf. 
And allege this fie ſyſtem is broach'd withqut proof: 
As a comet could. never do this, as it flies, 
Its a ##ke-#iſp found in aſtronomers eyes, 
*As HEeRs&CHgLAWAll prove, who whate'er may betide us, 
+ Has Britain enlarg'd, by his Brunfvicum Sidus / 
Then if graecleſs Republicans ere play their tunes, 
Les RrcumonD and CHATHAM provide their balloons ; 
The glarmiſis may mount, and their terrors will ceaſe, 
They'll be nis ber 20 Heaven to pray far a peace. 
Ef BuzzoN's grand ſyſtem be mark'd with diſgrace, 
Let me offer a zational one in its place ; 
As millions af ſuns did from chaos ariſe, 
When Jove from a whim firſt illamin'd the ſkies; 
 * Herſchel fays 8 cannot be better authority) © if a Comet 
has any Nucleus, it muſt be very ſmall; as there is no inſtance of a fixed 


ſtar having been occulted by a Comet, although tragſits have been 


obſerved, where the ſtar was nearly in a line with the centre of the | 
Comet.” | 


+ Brunſvicum, bas bees adopted inſtead of Georgium, to reconcile - 


the Hanoverian aſtronomers to the appellation. | 


t This new and eccentric Theory of Creation, was firſt ſtarted by 
the late Earl of Orford:; and nobly elucidated by Dr. Darwent, (in his 


Economy of Vegetation,) the moſt 2 * * =_ of 
this, or any de . 


0 come; 
as & 


1 78 J 
O come, ſaid'the Gods, while their courſes they run, 
Nt the ſun; | 


ove graciouſly ſmiP'd, as the Deities ſpoke, 


Then a fiery Volcano he mixed in ſome wine, 
The Sun drank it up and felt twitches divine ; 
| Thus Phœbus was grip 'd for the Deities mirth, 
And to give himſelf caſe, ſtraight ejected the Earth: 
| Then Mercury next, with ſweet Venus ſo bland. 
| Who viſit our globe, and are ſeen hand in hand; 
But as fons from their grand-fires inherit the gout, 
; So the Earth was diſcas'd from her parent no doubt; 
And torn by the cholic, ſhe beg'd as a boon, 
To retire for a moment; —ſo threw out the Moon. 
The Gods laugh'd aloud, and declared it fine fun, 


r 


W 


When the Earth bluſhing, turn'd herdark fide tothe ng g 
And this is the reaſon aſtronomers ſay, 

That the ſame modeſt feat, ſhe performs ev'ry day. 

I you think this new theory rather facetious, 
Conſult ſplendid Dun wr, our Britiſh Lueretius; 


T 


2 


1 
Whoſe fancy ſublime can the ſyſtem maintain, 
| Firſt brew d in the ferment of Oxrokp's warm brain: 
Not the trifling Otranto, who triflingly ſings, 
of Hazzr's old ſlippers, and Queen Brss's rings: : 
That coxcomb of letters, (once Fribble the beau), 
Who Chatterton ſtarvd, and infulted Rouſſeau ! 
For Genius indignant ne'er touch'd his cold breaſt, 
And Rouſſeau's keen ſenſations to him were a jeſt. | 
Who Ricnatv's dark ſoul can with virtues pourmmy. 5 
And the horror of inceſt invent for a play t; 


Who primly deſcants on points not worth aruſh, 
on ſcribler's ennobled, and Daubs of the bruſh ; 
| Who to love, tunes the note, in his quaint gothic Cage, 
As flies buzz and court, in their blindneſs and age : 5 
No, 'twas Orford ſo fam'd for each ſweet ſocial art, 
Whoſe fancy tho' bright, was eclips'd by. his heart. 
With this critical ſtricture my letter I end, 


Adieu, my dear JzyH and pray write to your friend. 


BE, fore perſons may perhaps cenſure the levity with which this lite - 


rary character is held up to the public. Let the treatment Rouſſeau 
and Chatterton received, be the author's ted — The critical ſtric- 
tures he ſubmits to the reader. 


+ The Myſterious Mother! py 5 
ROBERT 
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Naples, May 5th, . 


| HezcuLaxzuu to view, and Pompeia profound, 

And the wonders. long hid ander claſſical ground, 
Aſtoniſn the Muſe 

The ſpits, and the pots, and the fiew-holes I ſcan, 

As to bake, or to boil, or to roaſt, was the plan; 

And the j jars once repleniſh'd, now empty of wine, | 
I behold with a ſigh but why vainly repine ? 

Ass we're born but to die, to-day or to-morrow, 

And our ſpan is ſo ſhort, we have no time for ſorrow. 
Yet 1 morally mus'd, and, ſhaking my head, 
Cry d, Alas! love and wine are no joys for the dead | 
Then time being brief in this ſceptical age, 
Let us try by deep ſtudy to make ourſelves ſage ; 

I doubt if the Romans us'd forks with three prongs, 


Or had chocolate, nutmegs, or aſparagus tongs : 


1 have 


I] 
» have queſtion'd Dutent, and he ſcarcely preſumes 
To fay they made ketchup by ſqueezing muſhrooms. | 
They could ftew : a ſow's pap, in ſack cooking were pat; . Wit! 
But they ne er dreſs d a turtle, or chuck'd thegreen fat, 
Their garments were fimple, as every one knows,” 
No petticoats, perriwigs, breeches, or hoſe; © © 
Has Horace or Ovid their fair ladies clad —& 
In the tumify d charm of cork rumps or a pad? 
By which pretty Miſs, in an emblem fo pat, 


Bids us view her plump waiſt, and tells what ſhe'd be at. 
Has Lucan or Homer ſung cannons or bombs, 


Or given us a ſtanza on fifes or on drums? 

They ne'er make their combatants gloriouſly n 
By firing of muſkets, or ſpringing a mine; 8 
Or at Troy's boaſted ſiege, has the 1 ignorant bard 

| Said a word of a dice box; or ſhuffling a card ? 

| Yet pedants continue ſuch heroes to puff, 

Wbo neꝰ er taſted coffee, or ſouchong, or uff! N 


*A very Jearned and ingenious Eſſay has deen publiſhed by Mr. 


Dutens, to prove that the untients were acquainted with the modern 
diſcoveries in arts and ſciences. 


- Then 


f r 
Then, my Je, a ab more chant their deeds 10 your 


1 5 fl et 4 275 


lyre, 
n «rich flow with bs eng and ib fire 
3 
What manuſcripts here are conſign d to the duſt, 
And doeni'd'in eternalvbtivion'ts raft! © 
Then ye ſouls tun'd to6Hirmony, liſten with glee, 
To a precious ſcrap ſuꝰdlof edle Mün-dbe; 
All the hotes here arb cn; the bold notes'of the ſong, 
| That Orpheus ups when the trees os 'd along. * 


Kt 
No quaver, no crotchet, no counterpoint arts, 
A. 


Melodious os 1 2. in reach'd to their hearts! 
Then frolic'd the buſhes, s and wanton'd the ſhrubs, 


O3 4it:: 


And the thorns cry 51 encore, to his dab dub-dabs/ | 
'Tis all a mere fable, ay Sceptics Alas! 


Od IAA 


5 II prove to their coſt, how fuch things came to paſs; 3 


eli 


Our Sages have, them, that a Plant has ſenſation err” 
Which runs thro? the ſytem of all. Vegetation; . 


2911. 


9 Himes Portraitt—An elegant | Festen Work of Mr. hand 8, 
now in the Preſs, | 


t Percival on Alen 1 Sefaion—Manchtt * ES | 
5 5 And 


1 832 3 


And beace a food lover in Portry's dreſs, , 
Compares his own fiat ws a plane in diftrehy,; 


Till the Lady and Sun on their miſery ſhine. 
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D Thus ; abſent from Loer I 60. 


3 


And dropp like the feafiive wee; Ko 
But receive by a twink of her ey. 
For each twink | is a fur-beam to pe 


3 


Since plants are endu -d with this wonderful boon, 
If you hit the true note, they may dance to A wne ; ; 
The queſtion i is only, in ſpite of dull ſacers, . 
To diſcover bow Orpheus firſt tickled their ears; 
'Then again we may ſce his ſonatas revive, | 
| And parſaips and cabbages dance all me: 


| With 


Thus he tenderly fings, bow they languiſh: and pine, 


L & 1 


With roſes the þollies in uniſon trend, 
R 
ene 


eee, W. may fing! 


121 14 C3 2 J . 


Here an ancient N dre hath hand air, 
Of ſuch muſic an fav'd ar corrupted the Fair; 
To the utter confuſion; of. ſuch taſteleſs logms, = 


Who-nevgr read:Playarch og. chromaic tans; 


5 


* 


Either Virtue or Vice, as he chants to his Pre; ; 
Even great Agamemnon, the valiant 100 wiſe, 
Leſti in his Clytemn eſtra. ſoft cumults s might i riſe, 


15 of 34} 7 


From the heart: felt remembrance the once did enjoy, 
In Hymen's ſoft oe, s ere he pack d off for ; Troy, 
Engag d a bard chaſtely to to tickle the firings, | 
And fave the beſt Queen, for the beſt of all Kings. 


„in Diss ier e, 


. * * 
3 * fi « | — 
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There he proves beyond doubt, that a Bard can inſpire 


| 
ö 
* 
| 
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o could my INT A his fpfrit * 
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Crim. Con. owe ended, for tn rare fri: 


eule allciducicy; Row aig his odd ble 
ET 2 rat” ropul Dane, 
Go, faſt and pray, or tame, 
Aud Ghuti ungodiy leere; 21725 nE 2191 
[emit lea 1 20 
if theyre asy - Eg 
Touts noſes, and pinch th the don end. 
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T0 your aniptal vows band. 3 
And your fancy bo 1 
Nor let Venus your dear boſom trouble; 8 
ro the young Cox comb fay, 8 
Nax. Prithee, Sir Nay, ny i 

| Don't! tempt me af * he's double, — 
Ale 12 | 1 e e. S: 
For your on As, be coy and nice, 
Ah ſteep your glowing lips in ice, 


« « Off! 3 


And 


b 8s 1 


| _ You'll chill, like chaſte Diana's Miſs, 
And give him a torpedo! 


While ſweet Clytemneſtra was charm'd by this ſong, 
In Virtue's ſharp pathway ſhe totter'd along, 

Till the ſoft maids of honour ſuggeſted a fear 

That Egiſtus had got the wrong ſow by the ear; 
Then a ſly Lydian harper he brib'd by high pay 
Jo ſeduce the dear creature by this  meking lay ;— 


You'll never fos fs 
And when you're an old Hag, | 
No throbs, no wild tranſports you'll raiſe ; 3 
5 But now it s your duty 
To cheriſh your beauty, | 5 
: And yed i in the bloom of your ir days. 


0 


t 
You've widow'd'envigh,' | 
For old Captals Bluff; "2 

Then, prithee, no longer be coy; 1 
You've nail'd Cnpid's dat 
In Ægiſtus ſoft heart, 

| And be is a ſect tempting boy. 


Then if Ae here ſhould hui 
| Send him packing mm 
To Briſcis, his dear Trojan Trull; 
i be grumble or fed. 
Like a heroine bold, 5 
Either ſtab him * ſhatter n ſkull. 


By Lueg fir d, and muſical meaſures, _ | 
Clytemaeſira' 8 ſoft ſoul was ſeduc'd into pleaſures ; 3 


She ſtorm'd, and ſhe ſwore, adi in amorous ire, 


Caſhier'd Acr's bard, ſaap'd the ſtrings « of his Iyre; ; 
And turn d bim adrift, when a kiel and a frown, 


In an Iſland to ftarve, finging bey derry down ! 


But 


1 $ 1 
But is Lftel Critics may doubt what 1 hy, 


The pbySedd taufe, let me briefly dupa); 
Why quick, or as flow the harmonious Wund- 0h, 
Reſponſive emotibns arife in the ſoot; © - N 
play up u Rudatgv, and Where is freecwilt* © 
amen mau. 
2 5 
Again, a grave Solo gives Gall pee d vibtitions, 

The pulls no more riots irith frilky ſenkizene; 
Thus our hearts leap with joy, or fink in à mum, 

By the jig of u ballad, er yawn U u pla. - 
So-Cobblers in ſtalls are proverbially glad; = 
And Methodiſt rogues are deſponding and ſad. 
Sounds grave or acute are quick motions or flow, 

Ha! bal aufer one, and the other High % =. 
And technical words for theſe movements we've got, 
In Prefio we gallop, Andante we trot. 


O Muſic, 


1 
o Maße, ſweet Mubie, thy art ſtill bewitches; 

In thy tranſports divine, we find comfort and richesz 

You make blind beggars dance, and the cripple to.ſing, 

And if he is drunk, he's as great as a Kings; 

All our troubles and anguiſh, the melody eaſes, 


Gives us health and good ſpirits, and cures all diſeaſes: | 


And this is the reaſon, why ſkilful Muſicians | 
Are at College dub'd Doctors, and rank with Phyficians, 
Thus the flutes of Etruria, ſo ſoothing their ſtrain, 
Heal'd the * their Slaves, tho convuls'd * the 
 pain®;'. 3 1 © 
And the Soldiers of Prufics, tho” e 
Are . to light muſie, 8 in time 


— 4 The — 5 Ariſtotle, < never . their 


ſlaves, but by the' found of Boten, looking upon it as un inflance of = 


humanity to give ſome counterpoiſe 10 pain, and nn ſuch a 
diverſion to lefſen the ſum total of ws puniſhment,” 


% Te — by a ighroels of Fo muſie, how a very —— 
reaſon, that the Pruſſian foldiers are ſcourged to the found of inſtru · 
ments at preſent.” 


| Burney's Hiſtory of Muſic, vol. I. p- 185. 
Thus 


k 1 
Thus Plutarch relates, how the Gods did inſpire 


Thaletes the ſongſter, to tickle his lyre; 

And baniſh the plague by a ſanative ſound, 

While thouſands at Sparta lay fick on the ground. 

For when the wing'd Miaſms flit thro' the ſæy, 

We ſuck in the peſtilence, languiſh and die ; 

But mufic engenders ſuch rapid re vulſions, 

That ev'ry dire Miaſm drops in convulſions ; | 

| It med'cines the air, and poor mortals o er- joys, 

And the ſeed of the plague by w-wang- dillo deſtroys : 

Thus we ſons of Hibernia exultingly ſmile, 

And drink to St. Patrick, the pride of our iſle; | 
Who flew ſerpents, and ſpiders, and toads, by a tune, 
As he danc'd thro* the bogs, playing Ellen a Roon : 
Then his bleſſing he gave, baniſh'd ſorrow and care, 

Hence her ſons are all brave, and herdau ghters are fair. 
On antient muſicians my ſong here I'll end, 


In my next to the Moderns, I'll ſmoothly deſcend. 
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TO ROBERT JEPHSON, ES E 


_ Naples, Yune 4th, 1793. 


O JEPHSON, PE. 


With millions of fibres the body's inlaid 
Theſe tremulous fibres in uniſon play, — 
To melody s pulſe, while they dance to the lay; 


Yet the ſounds moſt enchanting of harmony's thrum, = 


Are but vibrating air on the corporal drum. 
So the magical tints that emblazon the ſkies, 
- Ave but water and rays in philoſophers eyes; 


Thus the frolic of Nature, our ſages to ſpite, 


Makes muſic from air, and the Rainbow from light ;* 


That primary ſource of each beautiful hue, 


From which iran and REYNOLDS their brilliancy 


drew. 


Then Fancy's deluſion let's never controul, 


Tis the ſunſhine of life, and the trance of the ſoul : 


[ 92] 
Throꝰ each ſtage of ſorrow, let love, and let wine, 
| Their aid to prolong the illufion combine. 


Give me Bu __ EY's ſweet ſtyle, give his genius and 
That appeals to the judgment, yet touches the heart; 
And I'll tell you, why muſic curesfrenzy and y_ — 

This delicate body” 8 a curious machine ; * 


And while chey play ſmoothly, the mind's in good order; 
But if harſhly they” re tou ch'd by a dzmon' srou ghhand*, 
'The ſoul no more governs the pineal gland ; 

In her palace, the brain, no longer ſhe's quiet, 
cerebrum, Cerebellum, like Democrats riot; 

And refract each idea, till merry, or ſad, 

Alma loſes her reaſon, in ſhort ſhe runs mad: 

Then Mufic ſteps in, with her ad moſt divine, 
Compoſes the tumult by melodies fine; 


51S Baxter, (who was Tutor to the celebrated John Wilkes) in a his 
| very learned and ingenious Treatiſe on the Soul, aſcribes Madneſs to the 
malignant influence of Dzmons. 


_ Catches 


The nerves ſtrung divinely, the who le ſurface border, 155 


N 
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Catches hold of the nerves moſt diſtracted and ſullen, 
Which this way, und that wiy, and all ways are pulling; 
And a uniſon gives, by a twang möſt pathetic, 
To each turbulent nerve, till it feels ſympathetic. 


Lil: f a Jud 
"Twas thus FanNETTT“ delightey all Spain, 
When madneſs he cur d by his magical train ; 
At Del Campo' 8 requeſt, | the ſupport of the art, 
The ſong I cranſlate, (may 1 it tickle his heart) 
Which eas'd a ſad King of his ſorrow and care, 
Made bim dance a Fandango, and powder his hair. 
Could I give t the true pathos, all Britain would feel 


The joy and allegiance 0 of loyal Caſtile ; ; 


While the Dons in grave jumps, proudly kick'd away 


ſpleen, 3 


III ir 316 81 2 f | 
And pinch'd their guitars t to enrapture the Queen. 
The muſical notes to the tune of Canbado, 


Were compos'd * the Biſhop, and Nuns of Toledo. 


14.2 
*. '# t, L 
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Each frantic paſſion Song commands Th 


"a 
_ 'WHEN Ferdinand, inſanely grave 15 


When eV ry ſaint deny d relief, 


Thus pray'# to Farinel! 


And pour bes en nuf not 
My dear Tralian Pug ; : 


| Then ſquall, till Fxepy ſcours his ha 
And ſhaves, looks ſpruce and oa. 


Hark! ! F arinelli ſqueaks to pleaſe ber; ; 
0 Don Diego, match an 


From Vonder golden caſes 


. runs, elate with hope, 
Lathers his chaps with Caſtile ſoap, 


And trims his ſoy'reign's face. 
| The 


s! 
The King aroſe without a ſyeck; EIT 
Bras eee eee „% R 


prais d his mff : d ſhire. 
5 | 
Perfum'd, and free from dirt. e ; 
« The mighty. Maſter ſmil'd to fe. 4 
* That love was in the next degroe,” Sly 1 
Then ſung Eliza's charms ; e | 


The King admir'd.cach new. bam g grace, 
With, rapture view d her beautecus face ; 
And ſunk i into her arms. 


| Thus F arinelli's \raneful n 
Lal d the wild tempel of his brain, 
No more his ſenfes riot ; 2 


So when the frantic ocean raves, 


A pint of oil will Rl the waves, 5 
; ans alli is calm and quiet, 
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Of David's heart let fdlers ang. 8 
That coax'd a devil from [ſrael's King 
By Tweedle-dum and de: 
No ſtring did Farrineli touch; 
He tun'd his pipe, and did as much 
By Tol-de-rol-de-re! © 


O ſpeed the ſoft note, and the dulce air wing, 


Till the beaſts leap zround, and the pretty birds fing* ; 


For their dear little ears are faſtidiouſly nice; 


Thus a lute ſuits the Organs of ſpiders and fs 

Who deſcend from their webs, and | peep from their 

| holes, 5 

As the notes ſweetly breathe thro their ſenfitive ſouls. 

And Howel relates" (bo Monboddo may carp) 

How Hibernis's fierce wolves were ſor tun 'd to the harp, 

That rather than hear a Scotch bagpiper play, 5 

With horror they howl'd and. ran ftarving ava. ” 
And good Mr. Tatlow will truly declare 0 


How an anthem cnraptar'd a briſk Cheſhire hare; 
| While 
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While near Mexfey's Gooch an, at their cal 


ſtretch'd along, 

Five rapturous Choriſters bymn'd David's ſong, | 

To a tune moſt divine, but he ſays not a word, : 

Whether it was the hundredth, or hundred and third; — 

But Tl ſearch: his Cantatas, and pore till Tm blind, 

And think myſelf happy this ditty to find: 

(On this critical point, if a word I might 1 

1 ſhould think they rows out, * Why ye hills will 

" mart); 

And poor: puſs alarm'd by their quavers and bounds, 
Midſt the choriſters ran, as purſu'd by the hounds. 


155 


But now a moſt tragic adventure I ſing, 


That diſturb'd the whole Apzzr in fight of the King. 


| Ab! let us reflect, that our life's à mere riddle, 


When Death ſhoots his darts from the bridge of afiddle; 


For while the drums beat and the choriſters bawl, 


Po Haxpzr's bold notes in the Dead March of Saul, 


H | E Mr 


„%%ö; k! 
Mr. Buftoß grew ſcquestniſh, then drep'd in & ſwodd; 
(The firſt man on record who died ef x tune, | 
Good top,” I'm et thie? the heart and the head; 
C Ekxleſtial vibrations; ſo Wpture Hy brain; 
„e wy i u Avjgelio, cent iy pil!” 


As fot tne White Bold 16yilty's ill en the” wing; 


W fave my Mar Country, the Church, kn the We; 
I hope the ALarmisTs the band will affemble, 


And if the French land they M ſcon NR He tremblé. 
Whieh the truinpet fortö rob, d fie Nrgb Teund 


| The Dead march of Saul, how they'll gaſp on the 


ground 


The knade Danton Will fall, by int K II U honeſt Burton, 


Leet us call to bar alt Hundel's bold infitattenb, 
To krotife ad to ffir up our torpid fen ſaticfis; 
e os | Hark! | 
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Hark ! he rattles hie hafl-—the windows to fplinter, 
Now he chills us in ſummer, as if it was winter; : 
And Glaziers oft brib'd him to play che harſh ftrains, 
Then crack went the „ and ſmaſh went the | ; 
"panes; 8 
Like“ Moſes i in Egypt again let him riſe, 
And call out his locufts, and buzz with his flies ! 
This ſacred Militia will aid us 1 hops, | 
To convert thoſe vile Atheiſts packer * off the 

Pope; . 
Then Britons flrike home, and no longer deplore, 
We've Fiddles enough,—tho? no Mvquets in ſtore. 


- — — — — — — — — — — — 
— Mr no — — —— , — — 
—- 


Proceed, geatle Maſe, and with wiſdom relate, 
Why  tune's juſtly reckon d a mater of State; 
From Sparta Timotheus was fore d to retire, 
For playing looſe airs on her maidenly lyre ; 
Left this innovation ſhould raiſe up a ſtorm, 
And the Senate deftroy, like a Bull of Reform. 
Did'nt Socrates” treaſon all Athens ſurpriſe, 
When Critias found out by his Reeves, and his Spies, 


Bumey. 


He That 
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That the ſage had a dangerous project in hand, 
By a muſical plot to convulſe the whole land; 
For ſcorning the advice of Xantippe his wife, 
He practis d the lute, in his laſt ſtage of life?; 


| When he heard that ſome youths had attack'd a chaſte 


Dame, 
And by meaſures Fonda were, chill d ; into ſhame ;. 
Their nerves were relax'd, and by ſymphonies fit, 
They fled from a lady, like Joſeph or P—tt. 
Then Critias determin'd the traytor to kill, 
For he dreaded his art, and fuch 8 ail. 
---Is'nt Muir juſtly exil'd to Botany Bay, | 
For expreſſing his joy at a riotous lay ? 
But Merey with Juſtice is ſo much at ſtrife, - | 

That he's baniſh'd for years, and not for his life. 
An Scotia 'twas treaſon in the Firſt George's reign, 


For a bagpipe to ſqueak, © let the King have his ain.” 


And a /affie was hang'd becauſe Cranam had taught her, 
Fou * to lilt << Charley over the Water.“ 
© Quiod. Lib, I. Cap. III. 
| + Calra,—Vide Muir's Trial, 


1 


Two Rebellionswere rais d by theſe li li we muſt oun, 


That menac'd with ruin the Prince on his throne ; 

Nor could England e er riſe to ſuch grandeur and riches, 

Till ſhe caught the Scotch Pipers, and chain'd them 
in breeches! 

| And oft to brave Taffy King Ned turn'd his tail, 

Nor, o'er Wales could his iron-clad ruffians prevail; 

Or eat up her leeks, and devour her rank goats, 


Till the blood of her bards from each precipice floats, 
Looſe floated their beards ;—and their wild ſtreamin 4 


Blaz'd forth like a meteor, and troubled the air: 


See on Conway's bold rocks, how they harp and they | 


dance, | „ 
« Give me hartſhorn,” cries Gloſter, © I'm loſt in a 
' *. * trance” 


The King and his Chieftains perſpir'd with diſmay, 


If * wiſh to know more, I refer you to GRAx. 


Why from Scotland, or Wales, any proofs mould L 
| bring? 


At St. James's and Wapping, we ſee the ſame ching; 
| Go, 
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Go, hire a blind Fiddler, and dance thee? the town, 
| To the tune Ca Ina, and you'll boch be knock d down; 
Or like the Jew Gonvon, you'l pexiſh in gal. 
If K I objec to your Jacobus ball ; 
Could Fox and his phalanx, our Muſic command, 
They would tune a banditti to plunder the land; 
By the Marſcitlois March, they would thicken theis = 
| And pilferour houſes, and empty our banks ! 
Thon fil let; our firects, and our theatres Eng. 
os The Roaſt Beef of Old 3 and God Save the 
King.“ 

Tnfpir'd by theſe ditties; let's boldly advance, 
> is hang the Convention, and Monarchiſe France ; 
x Another campaign how theſe raſcats we'l Ark, 

Take eee and Landen 1 Toulon and Dunkirk ! 
Let Kate CD cach\wife andaach daughter. 
Then Genoa ſtorm, and the Polanders rob, 

While ſhe chants : a Te Deum, we'll | pay for the Job. 


- 


0 


1 1. 


- 


| TO ROBERT JEPHSON, ESQUIRE. 


Laden, Merch 5th, 1794. 


'T Ho politics ſever d, you'll always admit, 
That I taſted your humour, and reliſh'd your wit; 
When Townſhend's gay firain niade the whole cucle 
While a Viceroy, for once, gave us wit with his Wie. 
And friendſhip's dear tie ſtill exulting I own, 

That binds me to Windham, to You; and Malone : 
Malone, far remov'd from all party-difſention, 

| Wouldhang,draw,andquarter, theGallic Convention; 
On this point alone, (and I fear you would aid him) 
Not e' en his lov'd Bard“ can to mercy perſuade him: 
From our fide, with a figh I ſaw Windham depart, 
His opinion may err, but how noble's his heart! 
— the Merchant of Venice, AR 1V. 


Tho! | 
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Tho ſuch virtues I love, and ſuch talents I prize, 

Yet your cruſade of Kings from my ſoul I deſpiſe; 
Look at Poland, and plunder (their Royal reform) 
And bail Freedom with me, tho' the riſe in a ſtorm ! 
Then Jephſon farewell, with beſt wiſhes adieu. 
Who loves Genius and Merit, will always love You.— 


To ſhare Anſtey's laurels I proudly aſpire,  - 
| Tho' vain my attempt to attune his ſweet lyre 4 
Yet on Fox's deep brow, if I light up a ſmile, | 
And if Sheridan deign to attend to my fiyle ; © 
If talents and taſte can be pleas d with my _ 
While I ng to Fitzpatrick, 10 Townſhend, and Gap 
If a plaudit from Erſkine and Adam I draw, 
Who ſtill think that honour's a part of the lawz 
If Barre's quick fancy ſtill pregnant and bright, 
Will ſometimes approve of a whimſical flight; 'Y 
And why ſhould 1 Wilkes (now he's loyal) omit, 


I hate General Warrants, and love Wine and Wit. 


If the Norths and the Maitlands my vanity raiſe, 


By crowning my numbers with generous praiſe ; 


If 


If V 


Wh 


T II! 


The 
If 1 
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If Wickham, and Whitebread, and Lambton I gain, 
While they ftrike at corruption, to liſt to my ſtrain ; 
PI laugh o'er my wine, fleeting ſorrow's beſt cure, 
| And like Marvel live gaily, and proud to be poor ; 
The Cavils of Critics, diſdainfully bear, 

If I''ſcape the juſt cenſures of keen-judging Hare. 


Can I envy an A—k—d's or Loug——ghb's place 
Tho' like Peachum and Lockit again they embrace? 
Can penſions and titles give honour, or fame? 
Like the Pill'ry, a patent expoſes the name, 
Have the poiſons of Quacks ſalutiferous tharms, 
| Tho" the Chancellor grants them his Majeſty's Arms? 

Will Birmingham gold paſs for Mexico's mine, 

T ho' the image of Kings on the baſe metal ſhine ? 
Then PII ſneer at John Bull, in his panics and fits, 


While he's trick'd by the G-v-ls, anddu p'd by the Pu. | 


To Freedom adhere, (tho alas! ſhe is flown) 
Nor deſert Fox and Britain to cringe to the Throne, 
CON- 
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 CONGRATULATORY 
ODE, 
TO TWO YOUNG LADIES, 


ON THEIR RETURN FROM ITALY. 
—— 


| Nunc itaque et verſus, et cætera ludicra pono; 


Quid verum, atque decens curo<t roge, et.omnis in hoc ſam. 


T ransronrED, now, 1 make the lyzr, 
"Mylan bans ahi. -- 
- Aud rapture wells my threaſt; 
Joy ſparkles in Sapkia's eyes. 
To her lov'd fire; bis Kenn 1 
And ſooths his cares w act 


Hos. 


O welcome 


5 


* 
— 
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O, welcome from Italia's ſnore 
And are we met to part no more 
How could 1 ever part? 
Lock'd in this fond and wiſh'd embrace, 
While the glad tear bedews my face, 
I preſs you to my heart. 


How oft your footſteps I purſue, 

Dwell on each beauteous ſcene with you, 
By fancy borne along; 

And oft for you, I figh in vain, | 

For you, I turn my careleſs ſtrain 

To ſmooth deſcriptive ſong. 


| How ſweet to breathe Heſperia's gales, 
From myrtles fann'd, and roſe-clad vales, 
And every blofſom'd ſpray ; | 

To view her vivid azure ſkies, 

And ſee her moon refulgent riſe, 

Bright as our orb of D 


= E 2 
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By mufing o er yon claſic plains, 
The eye, another optic „ gains, 
From Taſte's prime ſources won; 
Thus from primeval ſplendour,” bright, 
Bologna's ſpar imbibes its light, 


There Titian's tints enchant the eye, 
Form'd of thoſe rays that paint the ſky, 
Which Time can ne er efface; ; 

And Raffael's Art tranſcends his fame, 
Whoſe fancy bids an Angel's frame 


Beam with congenial ne. 


Again Parnaſſus} rears its wa En, 
Its ancient luſtre round it ſpread, 93 
| Diſplays bold Raffzel's fire; 
Wich ſounds divine the 1 6 rings, 
Each Muſe reſ ponfive ſweetly . 
| While Phœbus ſweeps the lyre. 


® The correct and elegant taſte acquired by ſtudying the Fine Arts, 


the Greeks forcibly and beautifully _—_—_ by petting + i alter 
oculus—another eye. 


+ Raffael s celebrated picture of Mount Paroaſſs 1 


a . 
— = — 


| 


+ Dome of 8, . 


RA O.S 


The fommit, Homdr, Muro mi, + + 
With raviſh'd ears imbibe che Ruin, 

And catch the inſpiring 1ey44- - - + 
But Taffo, and his tunefotthiong, z, 
Beneath, — 
— 


What glorious viſion charms _—_— 
Corregiv ® pours celeſtial _— 
Attendant Angels ſhine} - | 
Inſpir'd, ——— | 
Ecſtatic Faith glows o'er the _ | 
| And burns with love dine. 


But who with Angelo can rie, 
He rears his wondrous dome t on high, 
Pois d in che etherial clime ; | 
His daring pencil boaſts the art, 
To awe the eye, to rule the heart, 
And paint the true Sublime. | 


 * Madonaa della Scodels,—The Hal Tani their Fight 10 


Wha 


Ac laſſie huſtre h]ů”ů i' 
Endears the fpot where Tully ſpoke, 

| Where Brutus dealt the patriot firoke, | 
From whence his glory roſe ! 


Hark ! ſportive Horaee tunes his lyre, 
Where cold Soracte's cliffs aſpire, 
And fings of love and wine; 
Where Tiber rolls his rapid ſireatn, 
Maro revolves his lofty theme, | 
And forms the poliſh'd line. 


| There, Sculpture boaſts creative ſkill, 
The living buſt obeys her will, 
Gives beauty's winning grace; 
| The drap'ry flosts in every gale, | 
Pellucid as the pendent veil, 
That plays oer Emma's face. 


15 The proud Pantheon time defies, 


(2 1 


< Softly to ſpeak, and ſweetly fmile,” 
And drops her magic zone; 


The modeſt air, and charms divine, 


She breathes into her ſacred ſhrine, 
And animates the ſtone. 


Tho! ſplendid ruin round you B. 35 


Nor yields to Nature's law ; 


- Rome's mighty Genius rear'd the dome, 


Jo give man's conquer d Gods a home, 


And ſtrike the world with awe. 


Alas! no energy remains, 
Where Superſtition ſpreads her chains, 


To aid deſpotic power ; 
The Monk recites his doleful dreams, 


In Jove's high fane, as the Owl ſcreams, | 


And haunts the time-ſhook tower. 


c 11 1 


But Freedom's glorious reign is oer, 
Sbe guards the village-cor no mere, j 
Where hard- tax d flaves pine; 


„ — . 


The orange blooms, the olive flows, 


mw 2 
On Gallixs ſhore; in every land | 
| She'll cruſſi deſpotie foxy 5 
In the mad whithvind the the rife; 
The dark tornado ſhakes the ſkies, 

Then pours the blaze of day. 


'Thro' towns entomb'd you penfive tread, 

And mourn their antient ſplendour fled, 
Their antient ruins tice; | 

Eantiquake, qad Heavn's deltadins rs 

Left nothing but an empty ame, 
To mark the hapleſs race. 

5 


How 
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How boils Veſuvio's fiery ſtream |! 


There thunder breaks, there lightnings gleam, 


Thence burning rocks are hurl' d: 
Then ſee tlie fun volcandes form, 
Creating in projectile ſtorm 

This planetary world!? 


The fnow-erown'd Alps with dread you ſcale, 

(While the dark clouds beneath you fail} 1 0 
Thro' changeful regions clinbz 

Feel ſummer's glow, and winter's chill, 78 

Quick as the turns of good and ill, 

| That mark our checquer'd time. 


On genial wing the zephyrs bear 
Heſperia's faſcinating arr. 

That lures to pleaſure's toll ; 
All ranks imbibe the fervid ſpell, 
And in perturb'd emotions tell 42 
The ferment of the ſoil. r 
* 1 Their 


* At 


and fell 


the bon. 
The me 


energeti 


„ 
Their words in rapid cadence ſtart, = 7 
And melody enchants the heart, 
Breathing each ſoft defire ; 
| Yer quick vibrations heat the brain. 
And love, vindictive paGons ſtain, +7 
As ſulphur tinges fire. | 


Not ſo the Swiſs of ſober ſtate, 
Of ſlod- pac'd tongue, dull cumbrous gait, — 
Ihe ſluggiſh blood ſcarce flows ; 
Neo foreign taſte his ſenſe refines, 
Where'er he roves, be foadly pines 
For his paternal ſnows. 


He ſees exulting Freedom ſmile, 8 

Where ſtands the peaſant's deathful piles, 

Her throne me proudly rears; | 

| With vines and corn her moyntains bloom, 
"While the rich plain of ſervile Rome | 

A dreary waſte appears. 3 
r nin Doty nee 
the bones of ſach of the Burgundian army as were flain on the ſpot. 


The modern inſcription (by the celebrated Haller) ends with theſe 
energetic words. Cæſus, hoc monumentum ſui reliquit. 


I 2 Thus, 


the Swifs, 


ttle full of ß 


1 8 


— 


Thus, while my lovely Girls explore 
The wonders of Italia s ſhore, 

J tune the penſive lay; 3 
Taſte's brilliant realm adventurous fing, 
And borne aloft on Fancy's wing, 

In dear delufion ſtray. 


Sophia, come, to ſocial eaſe, 
To calm domeſtic joys which pleaſe 
The breaſt that Virtue charms; 
Youth's flattering ſcene delighted Fa 
The Man to love, to honour true, 
Enfolds you in his arms. 


Retrace, with me, each pompous fane, 
That decorates Hefperia's plain,— 

Her monuments fublime ; 
| Recall each fptendid artift's name, 
Their poliſh'd works, the boaſt of fame, 
Snatch'd from the wreck of Time. 


t 11 


My Emma, come, in lively rain, z 
Still charm by wit's allufive vein— 5 
80 paſs this world of ſtrife; ; = 
A ire, your playful fancy 2, : 
Illumes the dreary vale of years. - 
And gilds the gloom of life. 


The mind by Nature's hand array'd. 
Contemns the meretricious aid 


That ſentiment ſupplies; 
Tis but a rouge, by faſhion's art, 


To lay falſe colours on the heart, 


And cheat a lover s eyes. 


Then come, with youth's ſoft bluſhing grace; 
That magic of the female face; „ , 
Without i it, beauty's vain ; 
The forward glance, exotic ſtare, 
Decifive tone, and manniſh airy 
Excite but cold diſdain, 


O come, 


a O come, in kindred Joy combine, - 
| * Your ſmiling ffters round you twine, ; 
1 You glad a mother's breaſt ; is 

Her darling girls ſhe fondly bred, | 
' Nurs'd on her knee, her boſom fed, | 


And lull'd cheir cries to reſt. 


She feels each anxious care o'erpaid, 
| Sees the fond wife, the tetider maid, | 
Aſſecdtion's balm impart; 
With all a mother's pride ſhe glows, x 
| As they by filial love diſcloſe - 
A ſympathetic heart. 


Again the feſtive Board will ſhine ; 1 

Come, raiſe the-note to airs divine, 

Let rapture wake the ſtrings; x 

Again I hear Sophia's voice, 

And o er the blue-ey'd maid rejoice, 
While my. ſweet Emma figs, 


THE END. 
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THE — vial iſſory Notes 60 the Pea- 
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The following Eyi6RAM was handed about at that time in 
_— 1 . 3 PA Paris: 5 | 1 | 


101-1 5: 4.3 Hot © OR. Oo ve Ni 604 Sy 


EPIGRAMME. 
Sur la promeſſe du Roi de Pruſſe de payer le prix 117 mou- 
tons, lorſqu il feroit a Verabler. _ — nr: * 


7 mo i 


= Ceſſez de _ plaindre O Payſuns lep, 
Que F rederic pille, ou mange vos pez ; 
Pour le meme jour, le grand Roi. a promis, 
Le trone a Bourbon, et l' Argent des brebis. 


A Tranſlation into Latin ſoon after appeared 3 in one of the 
German Gazettes. 


De Ovibus raptis, 


Paſtores lacrymas ceſſabunt 3 eile | 
Brunſvicki gregibus raptatis enſe tremendo; 
Felicem eventum, tandem læta afferet hora 


Aurum os gregibus Sceptrum pro Rege fugaci. - N 


/ 4 = 


th 4 
A Tranſlation of the fame Er ron At alſo appeared in the 
Morning Etrbite! 


* — — I - 
Fo" Branfwic fickl, and Frederic eat their ueep; 
A daable blefing, one glad Gay ſhall bring. 
Caſh for their ſheep, a Sceptre for their King. 


» * * 
; # „ 2 s 


An invidious EP1GRAM was aſs addreſſed to the King ſoon 


after, 
a ; =: 


A Fexemple-de Saul, va cherchex chez hes mores, - 
De quoi reparer ta dilgrac'y 
Evoques Frederic le Grand, peut eue le l 
Par f , hs. 


Tranſlation in the MosxinG CanronicLe. 
As Saul from the tomb, evokid a dead friend, 
Call up great Frederic's ghoſt, for you're. at your wit's end, 


And Heaven perhaps, to prevent more diſgrace, 
Will permit him to ſtay, and take you in his place, 


b A pompous account of this curious ad (onde admired) ; 


piece of Machinery, is given in the 2 Pitiorefque de 
mm: - 


© One of the. tees afligned by Louis XIV, for attacking 
A in his Manifeſto, addreſſed to all the Powers of Eu- 


rope 


"a ww WB OO &K& BB _ « 


[SP 
rope was, that the Dutch bad invidioully, firuck à Medal, Ge- 
rogatory of his glory; on this, and ſome other weighty reaſons, 
he ſent Marſhal Luxemburgh to lay waſte the country by fire 


and ſword. Voltaire ſays, that wem ne Viſited Holland, = 


years after, they ftill talked with Horror And cect 
barbarities committed by the French Anny, during weir 
reweat.—giecle de Louis XIV. T. 1. P IK. — K* 


Blenheim, and perfeckly correſponds with the taſte diſplayed i in 
this Quarty of Architecture. The Ratue of Louis XIV., ta- 
ken from the gates of Liſle, was exultingly fixed | near the 


Cock and the Lion, (and ſtill remains there) no doubt to mor- 


tify his _— 


+. © This propolis was made in the National Aﬀembly, = 


ſervites— 
correAlz y given. 


* The Confuls Caius Fabricius, and Q. ZEmilius, reges 


with horror the propoſal of Pyrrbus's Phyſician, to poiſon his 
maſter, and eyen gave notiee to that Prince, that he might be- 


ware of the traitor, haughtily adding, « It i is not to make our 


court to you that we give this information, but that we 
may not dra on ourſelves any infamy.” And they excellently 
ſay in the fame letter, © that it is for the common intereſt of 
all Nations, not to ſet ſuch examples. Sed communis exempli 
ct fidei ergo viſum eſt, ut? te falyum velimus ; ut eſſet, 


quem 


* « This menument of national triumph is il to be (een at 


fie ſpeeches (with a little poetical licenſe) are 


þong 7 [ads * * ; ut 
2 9 ** : I | 
; i 
. : 4 


C 4 ] 


nn vincere pan Aul. Gel. Nea, Artic. Lx. 
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„Len une . 
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Ine 
Clergy ſtruck out of the Ceremonial the words—* Elected by 


| the People,” and expreſs] ſay—*- The King, whom we, (i. e. 


Clergy) have choſen to reign over France.” Ie ne ſais fi V. M. 


a recu Pouvrage imprimẽ qui a pour titre, Formules & Cere- 


monies pour I ſacre de 8. M. Louis XVI. Je voudrais, Sire, que 


vos occupations, et les vẽrités trop importantes vous permiſſent 
de jeter les yeux ſur ce livre, qui a indigne tous les bons et 


fideles ſujets de notre jeune et vertueux monarque; Vous 


y verriez a la page 60, que les pretres recommandent a 
Dieu le nouveau Roi que Nous ELIsoNS, diſent ils, pour Sou- 


verain de ce Royaume. Comment ſouffre- t on cette inſulte 


1 au Monarque, et a la Nation? 


. ran Oeuvres poſthumes de Frederic II. Roi de Prufle, 


Lettre de M. D'Alembert au Roi. Vol. 
p. 263, le 3 Octobre, 1775. 


At che ſame time, (with a true eccleſiaſtical ſpirit) they 
addreſſed their young and benevolent Monarch to enforce the 
| Penal Laws againſt the. Proteſtants! Quant aux pretres, qui 


ſont actuellement aſſembles, corfime ils le font par malheur 
; 3 


Tt 1 


tous les cinq ans, & qui dans cette Aſſemblée, ſe devorent, & 
ſe dechirent entr eux, ils partent de I pour aller a Verſailles, 
conjurer Je Roi 9 de renouveler les edits atroces & abſurdes qui 
ordonnent la perſecution des proteſians.—Uz fupra. 


| 1 Swift's a on Mutual Subje d ion, breathes the true 
and generous Spirit of uncorrupted Chriſtianĩty.—In theſe 
days, the Author (if it had been preached in Scotland) would 
have been baniſhed to Botany Bay. Dr. Parr's principles are 


well known, and I am ſurpriſed how he has eſcaped proſecu- 
tion, for he treats the pious and glorious Confederacy of Kings 


as diſreſpectfully as Dr. Swift could poſſibly do. 


The Madonna della Scodella, Correggio's moſt cecle- 


brated picture. The Holy Family are repreſented in 


their flight to Egypt, reſting under ſome palm-trees. Joſeph 
is employed in twiſting the branches together to form a ſhade 
for the mother and child. A group of Angels are painted in 

a Circle of glory, with looks full of adimiration and reſpect.— 


The child appears to be four or. five years old, and one of the 
* is —— holding the Aſfſs. 


n Rafaclle's famous cel nd vifture of Mount Parnaſſus. 


Henns, Pindar, &c. are placed near the ſummit, liftening to 


the Muſes and Apollo. Taſſo, &c. are ſeated at the bottom 


of che Mount— Apollo plays the fiddle, inſtead of the lyre. 
This breach of Cfume was deſigned as a compliment to one 


of che d favourite 8 who is 3 as Apollo. 


*« Of. 
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* Of da, the oft endemies (ﬆ Cartkagena) are in- 
termitting and putrid fevers In the year 1785, during the 
three autumnal months, they loſt two thoufand five hundred 
perſons; and the ſucceeding year, two thouſand three hundred 
more, yet the Almajar, (a peſtilential marſh) remains un- 


When the repert of this calamity had reathed the Conti, an 
— to the m ane. etc 
feribed by Don Joſeph Marderal, and calied bis Opiate 


* The phyſicians of Carthagena were willing to allow this 
medicine all the credit which was due to it, and to preſcribe | 
no other, when they thought this could be uſed with fafery 
but to preclude in all caſes from the uſe of other remedies, 
they thought would be unreaſonable. They therefore ſent 
their remonſtrances to Court; but in anſwer there came an 
exprefs order from the King, that they ſhould be ſubject to the 
Intendant of the Dock-yard, and preſcribe according to his 
direction. On the receipt of this mandate from the Court, 
the Intendant immediately aſſembled the Phyſicians, and made 


known the royal pleaſure, informing them, that in caſe of dil. 


obedience, the priſons were prepared, and the guards in waiting 
to execute his orders. They expoſtulated; but to little pur 
poſe; and being told that nothing ſhort of abſolute ſubmiſiort 
would be accepted, they conſented to preſcribe the Opiate id 


all caſes, and to evince their ſincerity, they Gigned a Certificate - | 


that no other Medicine was fo efficacious a this recommended 
by the King. 


1 
This perhaps is the firſt inſtance of deſpotic power controul- 
ing the funAions of Phyſicians, and preſcribing uniformity ta - 
this claſs of citizens in the line of their profeſſion.” 


Townlend's Journey in Spain, Vol. III. p. 141. 


4 Taſcany's Duke, Kc. The preſent Duke of Tuſcany (I am = 
told) has yielded to the remonſtrances of his ſubjects, and now 
gracioully allows every family to bufy their dead in their own 


» The King of Spain being ſcized with a total dejechon of 
fpirits, which made him refuſe to be ſhaved, and rendered hims 
incapable of attending Council or tranſacting affairs of State, 
the Queen, who had in vain tried every common expedient 
that was likely to contribute to his recovery, determined that 
an experiment ſhould be made of the effefts of muſic on the 
King her huſband, who was extremely ſenſible of its charms. 
Upon the arrival of Farinelli, of whoſe extraordinary perform- 


| ances an account had been tranſmitted to Madrid from ſeveral 1 


parts of Europe, but particularly from Paris; her Majeſty con- 
trived, that there ſhould be a Concert in a room adjoining to 
the King's apartment, in which this finger performed one of 
his moſt captivating ſongs. The King appeared at firſt fur- 
. Prifed, then moved, and at the end of the ſecond air, made the. 
Virtuoſo enter his apartment, loading him with compliments 
| and carefſes; aſking him how be could reward ſuch talents, 
affuring him that he could refuſe him nothing. Farinclli pre- 
 vioully inſtructed, only begged that his Majeſty would permit 
his attendants to ſhave and drefs him, and that he would en- 
2 25 


(8) 
dezvour to appear in Council as uſual. 1 te fs the 


- King's diſcaſe gave way to medicine, and the finger bad all the 
333 
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0 4 priſon, requeſted the Governor to give him leave to ſend for 
his Jute, to beguile the ſad hours of his captivity, which favour 
was granted him. After ſinging and playing ſome time, he 


was greatly aſtoniſhed to ſee the mice come out of their holes, 


und the ſpiders dance from their webs, and form a circle round 
him : be ſtood motionleſs, and laying conn” 0s Tt 
animals and inſeQs retired to their lodgings.” 


7 | Sketches of the Origin and Effects of Muſic, by fie 


Rev. Mr. Eaftcott, p. 87. 


* r « Sir Thomas Fairfax told me a pleaſant tale of a Soldier 

in Ireland, who having got his paſſport to go for England, as 
he paſſed through the wood with his knapſack on his back, 

being weary, he ſet down under a tree, where he opened his 
| Enapſack upon his back, and fell to ſome, victuals he had ; but 
on a ſudden, he was ſurpriſed with two or three wolves, making 
a near approach to him; he knew not what ſhift to make, but 
by taking a pair of Scotch bagpipes which he had, and as ſoon 
1 85 as he began to play upon them, the wolves ran all away, as if 
they had been ſcared out of their wits, whereupon the ſoldier 


faid, a pox take you all, if bad known 0 loved muſic ſo well, 
you ſhould have had it before dinner.“ 


* Howel's Familiar Lao, p · 169. 


| s « The 


Burney's s Hiſtory of Muſic, Vol. IV. p. 442 


a. a 


; S, & 
be {owing Anecdote was communicated ene years | 


firice; by Mr. James. Tatlow, of Wiegaty, near Mancheſter, 
whi tad it from: thoſe who were witneſſes of the fat :—-One® 
Sunday evening, five Choriſters were walking on the banks of 
| the river Merſey, in Cheſhire; after ſome time, they fat down | 
” on the graſs and began to ſing an anthem. \The field in which - 
they fat, was terminated at one extremity by a wood, out of 
ny ws eee 0 ON 
to flop at about twenty yards diſtance raja them. She ap- 
| peared highly delighted with the muſic, often turning up the fide | 
of her head to liſten with more facility." As ſoon as the | 
harmonious ſound was over, the hare returned ſlowly towards 
the wood; when ſhe had reached nearly the end of the fd. 


e 


they began the ſame piece again, at which the hare — * 2 "ag 


turned about, and came ſwiftly back again, to about the ſame” 
diſtance as before, where ſhe ſeemed to liſten with rapture and 
delight, till they had finiſhed the Anthem, when ſhe returned © 
again by a ſlow pace up the field, and entered the wood, — — 
The harmony of the Choriſters, no — drew the hare from 
- her ſeat in the wood.” | 


; Eaſtcott's Sketches on Muſic, p. 84. 


, The following melancholy fact, being witneſſed by = 
vaſt multitude of people, can want no farther confirmation to 
eſtabliſh it. At the firſt' grand performance in Commemora- 

tion of Handel, at Weſtminſter Abbey, Mr. Burton, a cele- 
| brated.Choru: lingers well known in the Muſical World, was 
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